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MATT. 

CHAPTER I. 

FIRST GLIMPSE OF THE CARAVAN. 

The afternoon was still very warm, but a 
grey mist, drifting from the Irish Channel 
and sailing eastward over the low-lying 
Island of Anglesea, was beginning to scatter 
a thin penetrating drizzle on the driver of 
the caravan. 

To right and left of the highway stretched 
a bleak and bare prospect of marshland and 
moorland, closed to the west by a sky of 
ever-deepening redness, and relieved here 
and there by black clumps of stunted wood- 
land. Here and there peeped a solitary 
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farmhouse, with, outlying fields of swampy- 
greenness, where lean and spectral cattle 
were lugubriously grazing; and ever and 
anon came a glimpse of some lonely lake or 
tarn, fringed all round with thick sedges, 
and dotted with water-lilies. The road was 
as desolate as the prospect, with not a living 
soul upon it, far as the eye could see. To 
all this, however, the driver of the caravan 
paid little attention, owing to the' simple 
fact that he was fast asleep. 

He was roused by a sudden jolting and 
swaying of the clumsy vehicle, combined 
with a sound of splashing water, and open- 
ing his eyes sleepily, he perceived that the 
grey mare had turned aside from the centre 
of the road, and, having entered a stagnant 
pond on the roadside, was floundering and 
struggling in the mud thereof, with the 
caravan rocking behind her. At the same 
moment, a head was thrust round the back 
part of the vehicle, and an angry voice 
exclaimed — 
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"Tiiii, you scoundrel, where tlie devil 
are you driving to ? Wake up, or I'll break 
every bone in your skin." 

Thus addressed, Tim woke himself with 
an effort, and looking round with an insinu- 
ating smile, replied — 

"Begorra, Master Charles, I thought it 

was an earthquake entirely Come out 

of that, now ! Is it wanting to drownd 
yourself you are ?— G-r-r-r 1 Sh 1 Aisy 
now, aisy ! " 

The latter portion of the above sentence 
was addressed to the mare, which was at 
last persuaded to wade out of the cool mud, 
and return to the dusty track, where she 
stood quivering and panting. No sooner 
was the return to terra firma aiecomplished 
than ti light agile figtire descended the steps 
at the back of' the caravan, and ran round 
to the front. Au excited colloquy, angry 
on the One side, and apologetic on the other, 
^Usued, and did not cease, even when the 
driver, with a flick of his whip, put the 
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caravan again in motion, while the other 
strode alongside on foot. 

It was just such a caravan as may be seen 
any summer day forming part of the camp 
on an English common, with the swart face 
of a gipsy woman looking out at the door, 
and half a dozen ragged imps and elves 
rolling on the grass beneath ; as may be 
observed, smothered in wickerwork of all 
descriptions, or glittering pots and pans, 
moving from door to door in some sleepy 
country town, guided by a gloomy gentle- 
man in a velveteen coat and a hareskin 
^ap, and attended by a brawny hussy, also 
smothered in wickerwork or pots and pans ; 
as, furthermore, may be descried forming 
part of the procession of a travelling circus, 
and drawn by a piebald horse which, when- 
ever a good " pitch " is found, wiU complete 
its day's labour by performances in the ring. 
A caravan of the good old English kind, with 
email windows ornamented by white muslin 
curtains, with a ehimney atop for the smoke 
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to come through from the fire inside, with a 
door behind ornamented with a knocker, 
and only lacking a doorplate to make it 
quite complete ; in short, a house on wheels. 
The driver, though rough enough, and 
ired with sun and wind, had nothing in 
common with the ordinary drivers of such 
vehicles, and, in point of fact, he was neither 
a gipsy, nor a travelling tinker, nor a circus 
performer. Though it was summer-time, he 
wore a large frieze coat, descending almost 
to his heels, and on his head a wideawake 
hat, underneath which his lazy, beardless, 
and somewhat sheepish face shone with 
indolent good humour. His companion. 
Master Charles, as he was called, bore still 
less resemblance to the Bohemians of Eng- 
lish lanes and woodlands. He was a slight, 
handsome, fair-haired young fellow of two 
or three and twenty, in the tweed attire of 
an ordinary summer tourist; and every 
movement he made, every word he spoke, 
implied the " gentleman born." 
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Presently, at a signal from his master 
(such he "was), Tim drew rein again. By 
this time the sun was setting fiery red, far 
away to the west, and the thin drizzle was 
becoming more persistent. 

"How far did they say it was to Pen- 
croes ? " 

" Ten miles, sor." 

" The mare is tired out, I think. We 
shall have to camp by the roadside." 

" All right. Master Charles. There's a 
handy shelter beyant there where you see 
the trees," Tim added, pointing up the road 
with his whip. The young man looked in 
that direction, and. saw, about a quarter 
of a mile away, that the highway entered 
a dark clump of woodland. He nodded 
assent, and walked rapidly forward, Avhile 
the caravan followed slowly in his rear. 

Beaching the spot where the wood began, 
and entering the shadow of the trees, he 
soon found a spot well fitted for his purpose. 
To the left, the road Avidcucd out into a 
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grassy patch of common, adorned -with, one 
or two bushes of stunted brown, and 
stretclied out a dusty arm to touch a large 
white gate, which opened on a gloomy 
grass-grown avenue winding right through 
the heart of the wood. The caravan, 
coming slowly up, was soon placed in a 
snug position not far from the gate ; the 
horse was taken out and suffered to graze ; 
■while Tim, searching about, soon found 
some dry sticks, and began to light a fire. 
Diving into the caravan, the young man 
re-emerged "with a camp-stool, on which he 
sat down, lighted a meerschaum pipe, and 
began to smoke. They could hear the rain 
faintly pattering in the boughs above them, 
but the spot they had chosen was quite 
sheltered and dry. 

The fire soon blazed up. Entering the 
caravan in his turn, Tim brought out a tin 
kettle full of water, and placed it on the 
fire, preparatory to making tea. He was 
thus engaged when the sound of horse's 
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hoofs was heard along the highway, and 
presently the figure of a horseman appeared, 
approaching at a rapid trot. As it came 
near to the group in the wayside, the horse 
shied violently, springing from one side of 
the road to the other, so that its rider, a 
dark, middle-aged man in an old-fashioned 
cloak, was almost thrown from the saddle. 
Uttering a fierce oath, he recovered himself, 
and, reining in the frightened animal, looked 
angrily round ; then, seeing the cause of the 
mischance, he forced his horse with no small 
difiiculty to approach the figures by the fire. 

" Who are you ? " he demanded, in harsh, 
peremptory tones. " What are you doing 
here 1 " 

The young man, pipe in mouth, looked 
up at him with a smUe, but made no reply. 

** What are you ? Vagrants ? Do you 
know this place is private ? " 

And he pointed with his riding- whip to a 
printed " Notice ! " fixed close to the gate 
upon the stem of a large fir tree. 
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"I beg your pardon," said the young 
man, with the utmost sang froid; "we are, 
I imagine, on the Queen's highway, and 
there, with your permission, we purpose to 
remain for the night." 

Struck by the superior manner of the 
speaker, the new-comer looked at him in 
some surprise, but with no abatement of his 
haughty manner. He then glanced at Tim, 
who was busy with the kettle, from Tim to 
the grey mare, and from the grey mare to 
the house on wheels. The scowl on his dark 
face deepened, and he turned his fierce eyes 
again on the young man. 

" Let me warn you that these grounds 
are private. I suffer no wandering vaga- 
bonds to pass that gate." 

" May I ask your name ? " said the young 
man in the same cool tones, and with the 
same quiet smile. 

" What is my name to you 1 " 

" AVell, not much, only I should like to 
know the title of so very amiable a person." 
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The otlxer condescended to no reply, but 
walked his horse towards the gate, 

" Here, fellow!" he cried, addressing Tim. 
" Open this gate for me ! " 

" Don't stir ! " said his master. " Let 
our amiable friend open the gate for him- 
self." 

With an angry exclamation, the rider 
leapt from his saddle, and still holding the 
horse's reins, threw the gate wide open. 
Then, still leading his horse, he strode over 
towards the young man, who, lookiog up, 
saw that he was nearly six feet high, and 
very powerfully built, 

" My name is Monk, of Monkshurst," he 
said. " I've a good mind to teach you to 
remember it." 

"Don't be afraid," was the reply. 
" Monk, of Monkshurst ? I shall be certain 
not to forget it, Mr. Monk, of Monkshurst I 
— Tim, is the water boiling ? " 

For a moment Mr. Monk, as he called 
himself, seemed, ready to draw his riding- 
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•whip across the young man's face ; bufc, con- 
quering himself, he surveyed him from head 
to foot with savage anger. Nothing daunted, 
the young man returned his stare with 
something very like supreme contempt. At 
last, muttering beneath his breath, Mr. Monk 
turned away, and leading his horse into the 
avenue, closed the gate, and remounted ; 
but even then he did not immediately depart, 
but remained for some minutes, seated in 
the saddle, scowling over at the encamp- 
ment. 

Thus occupied, his face and figure set in 
the gloomy framework of the trees, he 
looked even more forbidding than before.' 
His face, though naturally handsome, was 
dark with tempestuous passions, his eyes 
deep-set and fierce, his clean-shaven jaw 
square and determined. For the rest, his 
black hair, which was thickly mixed with 
iron-grey, fell almost to his shoulders, and 
his upper lip was covered with an iron-grey 
moustache. 
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At last, as if satisfied with his scrutiny, 
Mr. Monk turned his horse round with a 
fierce jerk of the rein, and rode rapidly 
away in the shadow of the wood. 



( 13 ) 



CHAPTER II. 

LEAVES PEOM A YOUNG GENTLEMAN'S 
JOUENAL. 

"Befobe setting forth on this memorable 
pUgrimage to nowhere, I promised a certain 
friend of mine, in literary Bohemia, to keep 
notes of my adventures, with a view to 
future publication, illustrated by my own 
brilliant sketches. I fear the promise was 
a rash one, firstly, because I am consti- 
tutionally lazy and averse to literary exer- 
tion ; and secondly, because I have, as yet, 
met with no adventures worth writing about. 
Not that I have altogether lost my first 
enthusiasm for the idea. There would be 
novelty in the title, at any rate : 'Cruises in 
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a Caravan,' by Charles Brinkley, with illus- 
trations by the author ; photographic fron- 
tispiece, the caravan, with Tim as large aa 
life, smirking self-consciously in delight at 
having his 'pictur" taken. My friend 

B has promised to find me a publisher, 

if I will only persevere. Well, we shall 
see. If the book does not progress, it wiU 
be entirely my own fault ; for I have any 
amount of time on my hands. Paint as 
hard as I may all day, I have always the 
long evenings, when I must either write, 
read, or do nothing. 

" So I am beginning this evening, exactly 
a fortnight after my first start from Chester. 
I purchased the caravan there from a morose 
individual with one eye, who had had it 
built with a view to the exhibition of a 
Wild Man of Patagonia, but said Wild Man 
having taken it into his head to return to 
County, Cork, where he was born, and the 
morose individual having no definite idea of 
a novelty to take his place, the caravan 
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came into the market. Having secured this 
travelling palace, duly furnished with 
window-blinds, a piece of carpet, a chair 
bedstead, a table, a stove, cooking utensils, 
not to speak of my own artistic parapher- 
nalia, I sent over to Mubany, Co. Mayo, for 
my old servant, Tim-na-Chaling, or Tim o' 
the Ferry — otherwise Tim Lenney ; and 
with his assistance, when he arrived, I pur- 
chased a strong mare at Chester Fair. All 
these preliminaries being settled, we started 
one fine morning soon after daybreak, duly 
bound for explorations along the macada- 
mized highways and byways of North 
Wales. 

" I am pleased to say that Tim, after he 
had recovered the first shock of seeing a 
peripatetic dwelling-house, took to the idea 
wonderfully. 'Sure, it's just like the ould 
cabin at home,' he averred, ' barrin' the 
wheels, and the windies, and the chimley, 
and the baste to pull it along ; ' and I think 
the resemblance would have been complete 
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in his eyes, if there had only been two or 
three pigs to trot merrily behind the back 
door. As for myself, I took to the nomad 
life as naturally as if I had never in my life 
been in a civUized habitation. To be able 
to go where one pleased, to dawdle as one 
pleased, to stop and sleep where one pleased^ 
was certainly a new sensation. My friends, 
observing my sluggish ways, had often com- 
pared me to that interesting creature, the 
snail ; now the resemblance was complete, 
for I was a snail indeed, with my house 
comfortably fixed upon my shoulders, crawl- 
ing tranquilly along. 

" Of course the caravan has its incon- 
veniences. Inside, to quote the elegant 
simUe of our progenitors, there is scarcely 
room enough to swing a cat in ; and whea 
my bed is made, and Tim's hammock is 
swung just inside the door, the place forma 
the tiniest of sleeping-chambers. Then our 
cooking arrangements are primitive, and as. 
Tim has no idea whatever of the culinary 
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art, beyond being able to boil potatoes in 
their skins, and make very doubtful * stir- 
about,' there is a certain want of variety in 
our repasts. To break the monotony of this 
living 1 endeavour, whenever we come to a 
town with a decent hotel in it, to take a 
square meal away from home. 

" Besides the inconveniences which I have 
mentioned, but which were, perhaps, hardly 
worth chronicling, the caravan has social 
drawbacks, more particularly embarrassing 
to a modest man like myself. It is con- 
fusing, for example, on entering a town, or 
good-sized village, to be surrounded by the 
entire juvenile population, who cheer us 
vociferously, under the impression that we 
constitute a 'show,' and afterwards, on 
ascertaining their mistake, pursue us with 
opprobious jeers ; and it is distressing to 
remark that our mode of life, instead of 
inviting confidence, causes us to be regarded 
with suspicion by the vicar of the parish 
and the local policemen. We are exposed. 
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moreover, to ebullitions of bucolic humour, 
which have taken the form of horse-play on 
more than one occasion. Tim has had 
several fights with the Welsh peasantry, and 
has generally come off ^dctoridus ; though on 
one occasion he would have been over- 
powered by numbers if I had not gone to 
his assistance. Generally speaking, nothing 
will remove from the rural population an 
idea that the caravan forms an exhibition of 
some sort. When I airily alight and stroll 
through a village, sketch-book in hand, I 
have invariably at my heels a long attend- 
ant train of all ages, obviously under the 
impression that I am looking for a suitable 
* pitch,' and am going to ' perform.' 

" To avoid these and similar inconveni- 
ences we generally halt for the night in some 
secluded spot — some roadside nook, or out- 
lying common. But there is a fatal attrac- 
tion in the caravan : it seems to draw 
spectators, as it were, out of the very bowels 
of the earth. No matter how desolate the 
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place we have chosen, Ave have scarcely made 
ourselves comfortable when an audience 
gathers, and stragglers drop in, amazed and 
open-mouthed. I found it irksome at first 
to paint in the open air, with a gazing 
crowd at my back making audible comments 
on my work as it progressed ; but I soon 
got used to it, and having discovered certain 
good ' subjects ' here and there among my 
visitors, I take the publicity now as a matter 
of course. Even when busy inside, I am 
never astonished to see strange noses 
flattened against the windows — strange faces 
peeping in at the door. The human tem- 
perament accustoms itself to anything. 
When all is said and done, it is flattering to 
be an object of such public interest ; and I 
do believe that when I return to civilization, 
and find no one caring in the least what I 
do, I shall miss the worldly tribute which is 
now my daily due. 

"I begin this record in the Island of v. 
Anglesea, where we have arrived after our 



20 MATT. 

fortnight's wanderings in the more moun- 
tainous districts of the mainland. Anglesea, 
I am informed, is chiefly famous for its pigs 
and its wild ducks. So far as I have yet 
explored it, I find it flat and desolate 
enough ; but I have been educated in Irish 
landscapes, and don't object to flatness when 
combined with desolation. I like these 
dreary meadows, these black stretches of 
melancholy moorland, these wild lakes and 
lagoons. 

" At the present moment I am encamped 
in a spot where, in all probability, I shall 
remain for days. I came upon it quite by 
accident, about midday yesterday, when on 
my way to the market town of Pencroes ; 
or rather, when I imagined that I was going 
thither, while I had in reality, after hesita- 
ting at three cross roads, taken the road 
which led in exactly the opposite direction. 
The way was desolate and dreary beyond 
measure — stretches of morass and moor- 
land on every side, occasionally rising into 
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heathery knolls or hillocks, or strewn with 
huge pieces of stone like the moors in Corn- 
walL Presently the open moorland ended, 
and we entered a region of sandy hiUocks, 
sparsely ornamented here and there with 
long harsh grass. If one could imagine the 
waves of the ocean, at some moment of wild 
agitation, suddenly frozen to stillness, and 
retaining intact their tempestuous forms, it 
would give some idea of the hUlocks I am 
describing. They rose on every side of the 
road, completely shutting out the view, and 
their pale livid yellowness, scarcely relieved 
with a glimpse of greenness, was wearisome 
and lonely in the extreme. As we advanced 
among them, the road we were pursuing 
grew worse and worse, till it became so 
choked and covered with drifted sand as to 
be hardly recognizable, and I need hardly say 
that it was hard work for one horse to pull 
the caravan along ; more than once, indeed, 
the wheels fairly stuck, and Tim and T had 
to pull with might and main to get them free. 
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" We had proceeded in this manner for 
some miles, and I was beginning to realize 
the fact that we were out of our reckoning, 
when, suddenly emerging from between two 
sand-hills, I saw a wide stretch of green 
meadow land, and beyond it a glorified 
piece of water. The sun was shining 
brightly, the water sparkled like a mirror, 
calm as glass, and without a breath. As we 
appeared, a large heron rose from the spot in 
the water-side where we had been standing 

Still as a stone, Without a sound 
Above his dim blue sliade, 

and sailed leisurely away. Around the lake, 
which was about a mile in circumference, 
the road ran winding till it reached the 
further side, where more sand-hUls began; 
but between these sand-hills I caught a 
sparkling glimpse of more water, and (guided 
to my conclusion by the red sail of a fishing- 
smack just glimmering in the horizon line) 
I knew that further water was — the sea. 
" The spot had aU the charm of complete 
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desolation, combined with the charm which 
always, to my mind, pertains to lakes and 
lagoons. Eager as a boy or a loosened 
retriever, I ran across the meadow, and 
found the grass long and green, and sown 
with innumerable crowsfoot flowers ; under- 
neath the green was sand again, but here it 
glimmered like gold-dust. As I reached 
the sedges on the lake-side, a teal rose in 
full summer plumage, wheeled swiftly round 
the lake, then returning, splashed down 
boldly, and swam within a stone's throw of 
the shore, when, peering through the rushes, 
I caught a glimpse of his mate, paddling 
anxiously along with eight little fluffs of 
down behind her. Then, just outside the 
sedges, I saw the golden shield of water 
broken by the circles of rising trout. Ifc 
was too much. I hastened back to the 
caravan, and informed Tim that I had no 
intention of goin^ any further — that day at 

least. 

"So here we have been since yesterday, 
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and, up to this, have not set eyes upon 
a single soul. Such peace and quietness is 
a foretaste of Paradise. As this is the most 
satisfactory day I have yet spent in my 
pilgrimage, although it bears, at the same 
time, a -family likeness to the other days 
of the past fortnight, I purpose setting dowiji 
verbatim, seriatim, and chronologically the 
manner in which I occupied myself from 
dawn to sunset. 

"6 a.m. — Wake and see that Tim has 
already disappeared, and folded up his ham- 
mock. Observe the morning sun looking 
in with a fresh cheery countenance at the 
window. Turn over again with a yawn, 
and go to sleep for another five minutes. 

"7.15 a.m. — ^Wake again, and discover, 
by looking at my watch, that instead of five 
minutes I have slept an hour and a quarter. 
Spring up at once, and slip on shirt and 
trousers ; then pass out, barefooted, into the 
open air. No sign of Tim, but a fire is 
lighted close to the caravan, which shadows 
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it from the rays of the morning sun. Stroll 
down to the lake, and, throwing off what 
garments I wear, prepare for a bath. Can- 
not get out for a swim on account of the 
reeds. The bath over, return and finish my 
toilet in the caravan. 

" 8 a.m. — Tim has reappeared. He has 
been right down to the sea-shore, a walk of 
about two miles and a half. He informs 
me, to my disgust, that there is some sort of 
a human settlement there, and a lifeboat 
station. He has brought back in his baglet, 
as specimens of the local products, a dozen 
new-laid eggs, some mUk, and a loaf of 
bread. The last, I observe, is in a fossil 
state. I asked who sold it himi He 
answers, William Jones. 

"8.30 a,.m. — ^We breakfast splendidly. 
Even the fossil loaf yields sustenance, after 
it is cut up and dissolved in hot tea. 
Between whiles, Tim informs me that the 
settlement down yonder is, in his opinion, 
a poor sort of a place. There are several 
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wliitc-waslied cottages, and a large roofless 
house for all the world like a church. Devil 
the cow or pig did he see at all, barrin* 
a few hens. Any boats ? I ask. Yes^ one 
with the bottom knocked out, belonging to 
William Jones. 

" Tim has got this name so pat, that my 
curiosity begins to be aroused. 'Who the 
deuce is William Jones ? ' ' Sure, thin,' says 
Tim, ' he's the man that lives down beyant, 
by the sea.' I demand, somewhat irritably, 
if the place contains only one inhabitant. 
Devil another did Tim see, he explains, — 
barrin' William Jones. 

"2.30 a.m. — Start painting in the open 
au', under the shade of a large white cotton 
umbrella. Paint on till 1 p.m. 

" 1 p.m. — ^Take a long walk among the 
sand-hills, avoiding the settlement beyond 
the lake. Don't want to meet any of the 
aboriginals, more particularly WiUiam Jones. 
Walking here is like running up and down 
Atlantic billows, assuming said billows to 
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be solid; now I am lost in tlie trough of 
the sand, now I re-emerge on the crest of 
the solid wave. Amusing, but fatiguing. 
I soon lose myself, every hillock being 
exactly like another. Suddenly, a hare 
starts from under my feet, and goes leisurely 
away. I remember an old amusement of 
mine in the west of Ireland, and 1 track 
puss by her footprints — now clearly and 
beautifully printed in the soft sand of the 
hollows, now more faintly marked on the 
harder sides of the ridges. The sun blazes 
down, the refraction of the heat from the 
sand is overpowering, the air is quivering, 
sparkling, and pulsating, as if fuU of innu- 
merable sand-crystals. A horrible croak 
&om overhead startles me, and looking up, 
I see an enormous raven, wheeling along in 
circles, and searching the ground for mice 
or other prey. 

"Looking at my watch, I find that I 
have been toiling in this sandy wilderness 
for quite two hours. Time to get back and 
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dine. Climb the nearest hillock, and look 
round to discover where I am. Can see 
nothing but the sandy billows on every side, 
and am entirely at a loss which way to go. 
At last, after half an hour's blind wandering, 
stumble by accident on the road by the lake- 
side, and see the caravan in the distance. 

" 4 p.m. — Dinner, Boiled potatoes, boiled 
eggs, fried bacon, Tim's cooking is primi- 
tive, but I could devour anything — even 
WUliam Jones's fossil bread. I asked if any 
human being has visited the camp, ' Sorra 
one,' Tim says, looking rather disappointed. 
He has got to feel himself a public character, 
and misses the homage of the vulgar. 

" Paint again till 6 p,m. 

" A beautiful sunset. The sand-hills grow, 
rosy in the light, the lake deepens from 
crimson to purple, the moon comes out 
like a silver sickle over the sandy sea. A 
thought seizes me as the shadows increase. 
Now is the time to entice the pink trout 
from their depths in the lake. I get out my 
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fishing-rod. and line, and, selecting two or 
three flies which seem suitable, prepare for 
action. My rod is only a small single- 
handed one, and it is difficult to cast beyond 
the sedges, but the fish are rising thickly 
out in the tranquil pools, and, determined 
not to be beaten, I wade in to the knees. 
Half a dozen small trout, each about the size 
of a small herring, reward my enterprise. 
When I have captured them, the moon is 
high up above the sand-hills, and it is quite 
dark. 

"Such is the chronicle of the past day. 
By the light of my lamp inside the caravan 
I have written it down. It has been all 
very tranquU and uneventful, but very 
delightful, and a day to be marked with a 
white stone in one respect — that from dawn 
to sunset I have not set eyes on a human 
being, except my servant. 

Stop, though! I am wrong. Just as I 
w^as returning from my piscatorial excursion 
to the lake I saw, passing along the road in 
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the direction of the sea, a certain solitary 
horseman, who accosted me not too civilly 
on the roadside the night before last. He 
scowled at me in passing, and of course 
recognized me by the aid of the caravan. 
His name is Monk, of Monkshurst, and he 
seems to be pretty well monarch of aU he 
surveys. I have an impression that Mr. 
Monk, of Monkshurst, and myself are des- 
tined to be better, or worse, acquainted." 
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CHAPTER III. 

MATT MAKES HER FIEST APPEAEANCE. 

" EuEEKA ! I have had an adventure at 
last; and yet, after all, what am I talking 
about ? It is no adventure at all, but only 
a commonplace incident. This is how it 
happened. 

"I was seated this morning before my 
easel, out in the open air, painting busily, 
when I thought I heard a movement behind 
me. 

" I should have premised, by the way, 
that Tim had gone off on another excursion 
into the Jones's territory, on the quest for 
more eggs and milk. 

"I glanced over my shoulder, and saw. 
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peering round the corner of my white sun- 
shade, a pair of large eager eyes — fixed, 
not upon me, but upon the canvas I waa 
painting. 

" Not in the least surprised, I thought to 
myself, 'At last ! The caravan has exercised 
its spell upon the district, and the usual 
audience is beginning to gather.' So I went 
tranquilly on with my work, and paid no 
more attention. 

"Presently, however, fatigued with my 
work, I indulged in a great yawn, and rose 
to stretch myself. I then perceived that 
my audience was more select than numerous, 
consisting of only one individual — a young 
person in a Welsh chimney-pot hat. Closer 
observation showed me that said hat was set 
on a head of closely cropped curly black hair, 
beneath which there shone a brown boyish 
face freckled with sun and wind, a pair of 
bright black eyes, and a laughing mouth 
with two rows of the whitest of teeth. But 
the face, though boyish, did not belong to 
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a boy. The young person was dressed in 
an old cotton gown, had a coloured woollen 
shawl or scarf thro-wn over the shoulders, 
and wore thick woollen stockings and rough 
shoes, the latter many sizes too large. The 
gown was too short for the wearer, who had 
evidently outgrown it ; it reached only just 
below the knee, and when the young person 
moved one caught a glimpse of something 
very much resembling a dilapidated garter. 

" The young person's snule was so bright 
and good-humoured that I found myself 
answering it with a friendly nod. 

" ' How are you 1 ' I said gallantly. ' I 
hope you are quite well ? ' 

" She nodded in reply, and stooping down, 
plucked a long blade of grass, which she 
placed in her mouth and began to nibble — 
bashfully, I thought. 

" ' May I ask where you come from 1 ' I 
said. * I mean, where do you live ? ' 

"Without speaking, she stretched out 
her arm and pointed across the lake in 

D 
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the direction of the sea. I could not help 
noticing then, as an artist, that the sleeve 
of her gown was loose and torn, and that 
her arm was round and well-formed, and 
her hand, though rough and sun-burned, 
quite genteelly small. 

" ' If it is not inquisitive, may I ask your 
name ? ' 

" ' Matt,' was the reply. 

" ' Is that all ? What is your other name 1 ' 

" ' I've got no other name. I'm Matt, I 
am.' 

" ' Indeed. Do your parents live here ? ' 

" ' Got no parents,' was the reply. 

" * Your relations, then. You belong to 
some one, I suppose ? ' 

" She gave me another nod. 

"'Yes,' she answered, nibbling rapidly. 
* I belong to William Jones.' 

" ' Oh, to him,' 1 said, feeling as familiar 
with the name as if I had known it all my 
life. ' But he's not your father ? ' 

" She shook her head emphatically. 
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" ' But of course he's a relation ? ' 

"Another shake of the head. 

" ' But you belong to him ? ' I said, con- 
siderably puzzled. ' Where were you born ? ' 

"'I wasn't bom at all,' answered Matt. 
* I come ashore.* 

"This was what the immortal Dick, 
Swiveller would have called a * staggerer." 
I looked at the girl again, inspecting her 
curiously from top to toe. Without taking 
her eyes from mine, she stood on one leg 
bashfully, and fidgeted with the other foot., 
She was certainly not bad-looking, though, 
evidently a very rough diamond. Even thai 
extraordinary head-gear became her well. 

" * I know what you are doing there,' she' 
cried suddenly, pointing to my easel. ' You. 
was painting ! ' 

■ " The discovery not being a brilliant one, 
I took no trouble to confirm it ; but Matt 
thereupon walked over to the canvas, and,, 
stooping down, examined it with undisguiseti 
euriosity. Presently she glanced again at me^ 
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" * I know what this is/ she cried, point- 
ing. ' It's water. And that's the sky. And 
that's trees. And these here ' — for a moment 
she seemed in doubt, but added hastily — 

' pigs-' 

" Now, as the subject represented a flock 

of sheep huddling together close to a pond 

on a rainy common, this suggestion was not 

over complimentary to my artistic skill. I 

was on the point of correcting my astute 

critic, when she added, after a moment's 

further inspection — 

" ' No ; they're sheep. Look ye now, I 
know 1 They're sheep.' 

"'Pray, don't touch the paint,' I sug- 
gested, approaching her in some alarm. • It 
is wet, and comes off.' 

" She drew back cautiously ; and then, as. 
a preliminary to further conversation, sat 
down on the grass, giving me further occa- 
sion to remark her length and shapeliness of 
limb. There was a free-and-easiness, not to 
say boldness, about her manner, tempered 
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though it was with gusts of bashfulness, 
which began to amuse me. 

" ' Can you paint faces 1 ' she asked 
dubiously. 

" I replied that I could even aspire to that 
accomplishment, by which I understood her 
to mean portrait painting, if need were. She 
gave a quiet nod of satisfaction. 

" There was a painter chap came to Aber- 
glyn last summer, and he painted William 
Jones.' 

" 'Indeed V T said, with an assumption of 
friendly interest. 

" ' Yes ; I wanted him to paint me, but 
he wouldn't. He painted WUliam Jones's 
father though, along o' William Jones.' 

"This with an air of unmistakable dis- 
gust and recrimination. I looked at the girl 
more observantly. It had never occurred to 
me till that moment that she would make a 
capital picture, — ^just the sort of 'study' 
which would fetch a fair price in the market. 
I adopted her free and easy manner, which 



38 MATT. 

was contagious, and sat down on tlie grass 
opposite to her. 

"*I tell you what it is,. Matt,' I said 
familiarly, ' J'll paint you, though the other 
painter chap wouldn't.' 

"'You wilir she cried, blushing with 
delight. 

"'Certainly; and a very nice portrait I 
think you'll make. Be good enough to take 
off your hat that I may have a better look 
at you.' 

" She obeyed me at once, and threw the 
clumsy thing down on the grass beside her. 
Then I saw that her head was covered with 
short black curls, clinging round a bold 
white brow unfreckled by the sun. She 
glanced at me sidelong, laughing and show- 
inff her white teeth. Whatever her age was 
she was quite old enough to be a coquette. 

" Promptly as possible I put the question : 
'You have not told me how old you 
arel' 

** ' Fifteen/ she replied without hesitation. 
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" ' I should have taken you to be at least 
a year older.' 

" She shook her head. 

"'It's fifteen year come Whitsuntide,' 
she explained, ' since I come ashore.' 

"Although I was not a little curious 'to 
know what this 'coming ashore' meant, I 
felt that all my conversation had been cate- 
gorical to monotony, and I determined, 
therefore, to reserve further inquiry untU 
another occasion. Observing that my new 
friend was now looking at the caravan with 
considerable interest, I asked her if she knew 
what it was, and if she had ever seen any- 
thing like it before. She replied in the 
negative, though I think she had a tolerably 
good guess as to the caravan's uses. I 
thought this a good opportunity to show my 
natural politeness. Would she like to look 
at the interior ? She said she would, though 
without exhibiting much enthusiasm. 

"I thereupon led the way up the steps 
and into the vehicle. Matt followed ; but, 
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SO soon as she caught a glimpse of the 
interior, stood timidly on the threshold. 
What is there in the atmosphere of a house, 
even the rudest, which places the visitor at 
a disadvantage as compared with the owner 1 
Even animals feel this, and dogs especially, 
when visiting strange premises, exhibit most 
abject humility. But I must not generalize. 
The bearings of this remark, to quote my 
friend Captain Cuttle, lie in the application 
of it. Matt for a moment was awed. 

" ' Come in. Matt ; come in,' I said. 

" She came in by slow degrees ; and I 
noticed for the first time — seeing how near 
her hat was to the roof, — that she was 
unusually tall. I then did the honours of 
the place ; showed her my sleeping arrange- 
ments, my culinary implements, evexything 
that I thought would interest her. I offered 
her the armchair, or turned-up bedstead ; 
but she preferred a stool which I sometimes 
used for my feet, and sitting down upon it, 
looked round her with obvious admiration. 
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" ' Should you like to live in a house like 
this 1 ' I asked encouragingly. 

" She shook her head with decision. 

" * Why not 1 ' I demanded. 

"She did not exactly know why, or at 
any rate could not explain. Wishing to 
interest and amuse her, I handed her a 
portfolio of my sketches, chiefly in pencU 
and pen-and-ink, but a few in water-colours. 
Her manner changed at once, and she turned 
them over with little cries of delight. It 
was clear that Matt had a taste for the 
beautiful in Art, but her chief attraction was 
for pictures representing the human face or 
figure. 

" Among the sketches she found a crayon 
drawing of an antique and blear-eyed gentle- 
man in a skuU cap, copied from some Eem- 
brandtish picture I had seen abroad. 

" ' I know who this is 1 ' she exclaimed. 
' It's William Jones's father 1 ' 

" I assured her on my honour that William 
Jones's father was not personally known to 



Missing Page 



Missing Page 



. 44 MATT. 

as I approached her, and I recognized my 
new acquaintance. 

" I cannot say that she was improved by 
her change of costume. In the first place it 
made her look several years older — in fact, 
quite young-womanly. In the second place 
it was tawdry, not to say servant-gally, if I 
may coin such an adjective. The dress was 
of thin silk, old and frayed, and looking as if 
it had suffered a good deal from exposure to 
the elements, as was indeed the actual case. 
The jacket was also old, and seemed made of 
the rough material which is usually cut into 
sailors' pea-jackets ; which was the case also. 
The hat was obviously new, but, just as 
obviously, home-made. 

" * So you have come,' I said, shaking 
hands. 'Upon my word, I didn't know 
you.' 

"She laughed delightedly, and glanced 
down at her attire, which clearly afforded 
her the greatest satisfaction. 

" ' I put on my Sunday clothes,' she ex- 
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plained, "cause I was going to have my 
likeness took. Don't you tell William Jones,' 

"I promised not to betray her to that 
insufferable nuisance, and refrained from 
informing her that I thought her ordinary 
costume far more becoming than her seventh- 
day finery. 

" * That's a nice dress,' I said, hypocriti- 
cally. ' Where did you buy it 1 ' 

" ' I didn't buy it. It come ashore.' 

"'What! When you "come ashore" 
yourself ? ' 

" * No fear ! ' she answered. ' Last winter 
when the big ship went to bits out there.' 

" ' Oh, I see ! Then it was a portion of a 
wreck ? ' 

" ' Yes, it come ashore, and, look ye now, 
this jacket come ashore too. On a saUor 
chap.' 

" ' And the sailor chap made you a present 
of it, I suppose ? ' 

" ' No fear ! ' she repeated, with her sharp 
shake of the head. ' How could he give it 
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me, when he was drownded and come ashore ? 
William Jones gave it to me, and I altered 
it my own self, look ye now, to make it fit.' 
" She was certainly an extraordinary 
young person, and wore her mysterious 
finery with a coolness I thought remarkable, 
it being quite clear, from her explanation, 
that all was fish that came to her net, or, in 
other words, that dead men's clothes were as 
acceptable to her unprejudiced taste as any 
others. However, the time was hastening 
on, and I had my promise to keep. So I 
got my crayon materials, and made Matt sit 
-down before me on a stool, first insisting, 
however, that she should divest herself of 
her head-gear, which was an abomination, 
but which she discarded with extreme 
reluctance. Directly I began, she became 
rigid, and fixed herself, so to speak, as people 
<lo when being photographed — ^her eyes 
glaring on vacancy, her whole face lost in 
flelf-satisfied vacuity. 

" ' You needn't keep like that,' I cried, ' I 
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want your face to have some expression. 
Move your head about as much as you like, 
laugh and talk — it will be all the better.' 

" ' Last time I was took/ she replied, ' the 
chap said I mustn't move.' 

"'Ah I I suppose he was a travelling 
photographer.' 

" He had a little black box, like, on legs, 
and a cloth on top of it, and he looked at me 
through a hole in the middle. Then he cried, 
' Now,' and held up his haind for me to keep 
still as a mouse ; then he counted fifty — and 
I was took.' 

" 'Ah! Indeed! Was it a good likeness? ' 

"Yes, master. But I looked like the black 
woman who come ashore last Easter was a 
year.' 

" With conversation like this we beguiled 
the time, while I proceeded rapidly with my 
drawing. At the end of a couple of hours 
Matt had become so fidgety that I thought 
it advisable to give her a rest. She sprang 
up and ran over to inspect the picture. The 



48 MATT. 

moment her eyes fell upon it, she uttered a 
rapturous cry. 

" ' Look ye now, ain't it pretty ? Master, 
am I like that f ' 

" I answered her it was an excellent like- 
ness, and not too flattering. Her face feU 
however a little as she proceeded. 

" ' Are my cheeks as red as that, master 1 ' 

" ' You are red. Matt,' I replied, flip- 
pantly ; * so are the roses.' 

" She looked at me thoughtfully. 

" When it's finished, will you give it ta 
me to keep ? ' 

" * Well, we shall see.' 

" ' I gave t'other chap a shilling for his, 
frame and all, but I've got no more money,' 
she continued, with an insinuating smile, 
which, as a man of gallantry, I could not 
resist. So I promised that, if she behaved 
i herself properly, I would in aU probability 
make her the present she coveted. 

"'You must come again to-morrow,' I 
said, as we shook hands, ' and I'll finish the 
thing off.' 
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" ' All right, master, I'll come.' 

" And, with a nod and a bright smile, she 
walked away. 

" During the whole of this interview, Tim 
had not been unobservant, and so soon as 1 
was left alone he looked up from the work 
he was engaged upon, viz. potato-washing, 
and gave a knowing smile. 

" ' Sure she's a fine bold colleen,' he said. 
' Does your honour know who she is ? ' 

" ' I have not the slightest idea.' 

" ' They're saying down beyant that she's 
a say-fondling, and has neither father nor 
mother, nor any belongings.' 

" ' Pray who was your informant ? ' 

" ' The man who picked her from the say 
— William Jones hissclf.' 

" That name again. It was becoming too 
much for flesh and blood to bear. From 
the first moment of my arrival I had heard 
no other, and I had begun to detest its very 
sound." 
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CHAPTER IV.; 

INTEODUCES WILLIAM JONES AND HIS FATHER. 

Our story is now bound to follow in the 
footsteps of Matt, who, in quitting the 
presence of her artist-friend, walked rapidly 
along the sand-encumbered road in the 
direction of the sea. 

Skirting the lake upon the left hand, and 
still having the ocean of sand-hills upon her 
right, she gradually slackened her pace. A 
spectator, had he been by, would haves doubt- 
less observed that the change was owing to 
maiden meditation ; that, in other words, 
Matt had fallen into a brown study. 

Presently she sat down upon a convenient 
stone, or piece of rock, and, resting her 
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elbows on her knees, her chin in her hands, 
looked for some minutes at vacancy. At 
last she rose, flushing warmly, and murmur- 
ing something to herself. 

The something was to this effect : 

" His hands are as white as a lady's when 
he pulls off them gloves, and he said I was 
as pretty as my picture." 

I can only guess at the train of reasoning 
which led te this soliloquy, and express my 
opinion that Matt had weU-developed ideas 
on the subject of the sexes. True, she was 
not above sixteen, and had little or no ex- 
perience of men, none at aU of men who 
were both young and good-looking. Never- 
theless, she was not insensible to the charms 
of a white hand, and other tokens of mascu- 
line refinement and beauty. 

By a natural sequence of ideas she was led 
to stretch out her own right hand and look 
at it critically. It was very brown, and 
covered with huge golden freckles. The 
inspection not being altogether satisfactory 
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she thrust both her hands irritably into the 
pockets of her jacket, and walked on. 

Leaving the lake behind her, she followed 
the road along a swampy hollow, down 
which the very shallowest of rivulets crept 
along to the sea, now losing itself altogether 
in mossy patches of suspicious greenness, 
again emerging and trickling with feeble 
gUmmers over pebble and sand. Presently 
she left the road and came upon a primitive 
wooden bridge, consisting of only one plank, 
supported on two cairns of stone. Here she 
paused, and, seeing a red-legged sand-piper 
running about on the edge of the water 
just below her, made a gesture like a boy's 
throwing a stone, whereon the sand-piper 
sprang up chirping, and flew along out of 
sight. 

By this time she was in full sight of the 
sea. Dead calm, and covered with rain- 
coloured shadows, it touched the edges of 
the flat sands about a mile away, and left 
one long creamy line of changeless foam. 
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The sands themselves stretched away to the 
■westward far as eye could see. But to the 
left and eastward, that is to say, in the 
direction towards which she was going, 
there was a long rocky promontory with 
signs of human habitation. Breaking into 
a swing-like trot. Matt hastened thither, 
following a footpath across marshy fields. 

In due time she came out upon a narrow 
and rudely made road which wound along the 
rocky promontory, at low water skirting the 
sand, at high water, the sea. The first house 
she reached was a wooden lifeboat house, 
lying down in a creek ; and it being then 
low tide, at some distance from the water's 
edge. On the roadside above the house was 
a flagstaff, and beneath the flagstaff a wooden 
seat. All was very stiU and desolate, with- 
out a sign of life ; but a little further along 
the road was a row of cottages which seemed 
inhabited, and were, in fact, the abodes of 
the coastguard. Instead of lingering here 
Matt proceeded on her way until she reached 
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what, at first sight, looked like the begia- 
ning of a village, or small town. There 
were houses on each side of the road, some 
of them several stories high ; but close 
inspection showed that most of them were 
roofless, that few of them possessed any 
windows or doors, and that nearly all were 
decayed and dilapidated from long disuse, 
while not a few had a blasted and sinister 
appearance, as if blackened by fire. And 
stiU there was no sign of any human soul. 
Suddenly, however, the street came to an 
end, and Matt found herself on a sort of 
rocky platform overlooking the sea ; and 
on this platform, shading his eyes from the 
blazing sun, and looking out seaward, was a 
solitary man. 

So intent was he on his occupation that 
he was unconscious of Matt's approach. tiU 
she was standing by his side. He turned 
his eyes upon her for a moment, and then 
once more gazed out to sea. 

A short, plump, thickset man, with a 
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round, weather-beaten face, wMch ^vould 
have been good-buthoured but for its ex- 
pression of extreme watcbfubiess and greed. 
The eyes were blue, but very small and 
keen ; the forehead low and narrow ; the 
hair coarse and sandy; the beard coarser 
and sandier still. He might have been 
about fifty years of age. His dress was 
curious : consisting of a yellow sou'-wester, . 
a pair of seaman's coarse canvas trousers, 
and a blue pilot jacket, ornamented with 
brass buttons which bore the insignia of 
Her Majesty's naval service. 

Presently, without turning his eyes again 
from the far distance, the man spoke in a 
husky, far-away whisper : — 

" Matt, do you see summat out yonder ? " 

Matt strained her gaze through the dazzling 
sunlight, but failed to discern any object on 
the light expanse of water. 

" Look ye now," continued the man ; " it 
may be drifting weed, or it may be wreck .; 
but it's summat. Look again." 
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"Summat black, William Jones 1" 

"Yes. Coming and going. Now it 
comes, and it's black ; now it goes, and the 
water looks white where it was. If it isn't 
wreck, it's weed ; if it ain't weed, it's wreck. 
And the tide's flowing, and it'U go ashore 
afore night at the Caldron Point, if I wait 
for it. But I shan't wait," he added eagerly. 
" m go and overhaul it now," 

He looked round suspiciously, and then 
said, " Matt, did you see any of them coast- 
guard chaps as you come along ? " 

"No, WUliam Jones." 

" Thought not. They're up Pencroes way, 
fooling about; so there's a chance for a 
honest man to look arter his living without 
no questioning. You come along with me, 
and if it is summat, I'll gie thee tuppence 
some o' these fine days." 

As he turned to go, his eye fell for the 
first time on her attire. 

"What's this, Matt? What are you 
doing in your Sunday clothes ? " 
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The girl was at a loss how to reply. She 
blushed scarlet and hung down her head. 
Fortunately for her the man was too absorbed 
in his main object of thought to catechize 
her further. He only shook his fat head 
in severe disapprobation, and led the way 
down to a small creek in the rocks, where 
a rough coble was rocking, secured by a 
rusty chain. 

" Jump in and take the paddles. I'll sit 
astarn and keep watch." 

The girl obeyed and leapt in ; but before 
sitting down she tucked up her dress to her 
knees to avoid the dirty water in the bottom 
of the boat. WUliam Jones followed, and 
pushed off with his hands. Calm as the 
water was there was a heavy shoreward 
swell, on which they were immediately 
uplifted with some danger of being swept 
back on the rocks; but Matt handled the 
paddles like onii to the manner bom, and 
the boat shot out swiftly on the shining 
sea. 
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The sun was burning with almbst insuffer- 
able brightness,- and the light blazed on thd 
golden mirror of the water with blinding 
refracted rays. Crouching in the stern of 
the boat, William Jones shaded his eyes with 
both hands, and gazed intently on the object 
he had discovered far out to sea. Now and 
then he made a rapid motion to guide the 
^irl in her rowing, but he did not speak a 
word. 

Oh, how hot it was out there on the sun- 
scorched waves ! For some time Matt puUed 
on in silence, but at last she could bear 
it no longer, and rested on her oars, with 
the warm perspiration streaming down her 
freckled cheeks. 

" Pull away. Matt," said the man, not 
looking at her. " You ain't tired, not you ! " 

"With a long-drawn breath Matt drew in 
the oars, and swift as thought peeled off her 
jacket and threw off her hat, leavihg her 
head exposed to the burning sun. 

Now the silk gown she wore had evidently 
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been used by its original owner as a festatl 
raiment, for it had been cut low, and had 
short sleeves. So Matt's shoulders and arms 
were perfectly bare, and very white they 
looked in contrast with her sun-freckled 
hands, her sunburnt face, and her warm 
brown neck. Her bust was as yet un- 
developed, but her neck and shoulders were 
fine, and her arms beautifully moulded. 
Altogether, her friend the painter, could he 
have seen her just then, would h-ave regarded 
her with increasing admiration. ' 

Freed from the encumbrance of her jacket, 
she now pulled away with easy grace and 
skill. Further and further the boat receded 
from shore, till the promontory they had 
left was a couple of miles away. Suddenly 
Wniiam Jones made a sign to the girl to 
stop, and stood up in the boat to reconnoitre. 

The object at which he had been gazing so 
long was now clearly visible. It consisted 
of something black, floating on a glassy 
stretch of water, and surrounded by frag- 



60 MATT. 

ments of loose scum or foam ; it was to all 
appearance motionless, but was in reality 
drifting wearily shoreward on the flowing 
tide. 

William Jones now evinced increasing 
excitement, and urged his companion to 
hurry quickly forward — which she did, 
putting out all her strength in a series 
of rapid and powerful strokes. Another 
quarter of an hour brought them to the 
spot where the object was floating. Trem- 
bling with eagerness, the man leant over the 
boat's side with outstretched hands. 

As he did so Matt turned her head away 
with a curious gesture of dread. 

" What is it, William Jones 1 " she asked, 
not looking at him. " It isn't — you know — 
one o' them f " 

" No, it ain't 1 " replied the man, leaning 
over the side of the coble, and tilting the 
gunwale almost to the water's edge. " Too 
early for them, Matt. If they comes, it 
won't be till Sunday's tide. They're down 
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at the bottom now, and ain't yet rose. Easy! 
Lean t'other way ! So there — ^look out 1 ' 

As he spoke he struggled with something 
in the water, and at last, with an eflfort 
which almost capsized the boat, pulled it 
in. Matt looked now, and saw that it was 
a small flat wooden trunk, covered with 
pieces of slimy weed. Floating near it 
were several pieces of splintered wood 
which seemed to have formed part of a 
boat. These, too, William secured, and threw 
down on the foot-board beneath him. 

" It's a box, that's what it is," cried 
Matt. 

" It's a box, surely," said Jones. " And 
it's locked, too. And look ye now. I mis- 
doubt there's nowt inside, or mayhap it 
would have sunk, Howsomever, we'll 
see I " 

After an unavailing effort to force it open 
with his hands, he drew forth a large clasp- 
knife, worked away at the lock, and tried to 
force open the lid, which soon yielded to his 
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efforte, as the action of the salt water had 
abeady begun to rot the wood. On being 
thus opened, the box was found to contain 
only a couple of coarse linen shirts, an old 
newspaper, two or three biscuits, and half a 
bottle of some dark fluid. 

After examining these articles one by one, 
William Jones threw them back into the box 
with gestures of disgust, retaining only the 
bottle, which he uncorked and applied to his 
lips. 

" Eum I " he said, smacking his lips and 
nodding at Matt. Then re-corking the 
bottle carefully he returned it to the box, 
and standing up, reconnoitred the sea on 
every side. But nothing else rewarded his 
eager search ; he threw himself down in the 
stern of the boat, and ordered Matt to pull 
back to shore. 

As they went he closed one eye thought- 
fully, and mused aloud: "Night afore last 
it blew half a gale from the south'ard. This 
here box came awash from the east coast of 
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Ireland. Maybe it was a big ship as was 
lost ; tbem planks i M'as part , of a ■wessel'* 
long boat. Mora's coming if the wind don't 
come up from tbe norrard. The moon's full 
to-night and to-morrow. I'll tell the old 'un,. 
and keep a sharp, look-out oflf the Caldron- 
P'int." 

Matt rowed on steadily tUl they came 
within a quarter of a mile of the shore, 
when WHliam Jones stood up again and 
reconnoitred the prospect inland. 

" PuU in, Matt 1 " he said, after a minute. 
" All's square 1 " 

Soon afterwards the boat reached the rocks- 
William Jones sprang out, and running up 
to the platform above, took another survey. 
This being satisfactory, he ran down again 
and lifted the box out of the boat, carrying 
it with ease under one arm. 

" Make the boat fast," he said in a husky 
whisper, " and bring them bits o' wood along 
with you for the fire. I'll cut on to the 
cottage with this here. It ain't much, but 
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it's summat ; so I'll carry it clean out o' 
sight before them precious coastguards come 
smelliag about." 

With these words he clambered up the 
rocks with his burthen, leaving Matt to 
follow leisurely in his wake. 
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CHAPTER V. 

CONCLUDES WITH A KISS. 

Not far from the spot where William Jones 
had landed, and removed some little distance 
from the deserted village with its desolate 
main street and roofless habitations, there 
stood a low one-storied cottage, quite as 
black and forbidding-looking as any of the 
abandoned dwellings in its vicinity. It was 
built of stone, and roofed with slate, but the 
doorway was composed of old ship's timber, 
and the one small window it contained had 
originally formed the window of a ship's 
cabin. Over the door was placed, like a 
sign, the wooden figure-head of a young 
woman, naked to the waist, holding a mirror 
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in her hand, and regarding herself with 
remarkable complacency, despite the fact 
that accident had deprived her of a nose 
and one eye, and that the beautiful red 
complexion and jet black hair she had once 
possessed had been entirely washed away by 
the action of the elements, leaving her aU 
over of a leprous pallor. The rest of the 
building, as I have suggested, was of sinister 
blackness, though here and there it was 
sprinkled with wet sea sand. Sand, too, lay 
on every side, covered a small patch, origin- 
ally meant for a garden, and drifted thickly 
up to the very door. 

To this cottage William Jones ran with 
his treasure trove, and, entering in without 
ceremony, found himself in almost total 
darkness — for the light which crept through 
the blackened panes of the small windows 
was only just sufficient to make darkness 
visible. But this worthy seaside character, 
having, in addition to a cat's predatory 
instincts, something of a cat's power of 



CONCLUDES WITH A KISS. 67 

vision, clearly discerned everything in the 
chamber he just entered — a rude stone-paved 
kitchen, with an open fireplace, and no 
grate, black rafters overhead, from which 
were hung sundry lean pieces of bacon, a 
couple of wooden chairs, a table, and in one 
corner a sort of bed in the' waU, where a 
human figure was reposing. Setting down 
the trunk on the floor, he' marched right 
over to the bed, and unceremoniously shook 
the individual lying upon it, whom he dis- 
covered to be snoring and muttering in a 
heavy sleep. Finding that he did not wake 
with shaking, William Jones bent down and 
cried lustily in his ear — 

" Wreck ! wreck ashore 1 " 

The effect was instantaneous. The figure 
rose up in bed, disclosing the head and 
shoulders of a very old man, who wore a 
red cotton nightcap, and whose hair and 
beard were as white as snow. 

" Eh ? Wheer ? Wheer ? " he cried in a 
shrill treble, looking vacantly around him. 
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" Wake up, old 'un ! " said William, 
seizing him, and shaking him again. " It's 
me, WiUiam Jones." 

"William? Is it my son William?" 
returned the old man, peering out into the 
darkness. 

"Yes, father. Look ye now, you was 
a-talking again in your sleep, you was. A 
good thing no one heerd you but your son 
William. Some o' these days you'll be 
letting summat out, you wiU, if you go on 
like this." 

The old man shook his head feebly, then 
clasping his hands together in a kind of 
rapture, he looked at his son, and said — 

"Yes, William, I was a-dreaming. Oh, 
it was such a heavingly dream ! I was 
a-standing on the shore, WiUiam, and it was 
a-blowing hard from the east, and all at 
once I see a ship as big as an Indiaman, 
come in wi' all sail set, and go ashore ; and 
I looked round, William dear, and there was 
no one nigh but you and me ; and when she 
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broke up, I see gold and silver and jewels 
come washing ashore just like floating weeds, 
and tke drownded, every one of 'em, had 
rings on their fingers, and gold watches and 
cheens, and more'n that, that their hands 
was fuU of shining gold ; and one on 'em — 
a lady, WiUiam — had a bright dimond 
ring, as big as a walnut ; but when I tried 
to pull it ofi", it wouldn't come — and just as 
I pulled out my leetle knife to cut the finger 
ofl", and put it in my pocket, you shook me, 
William, and woke me up. Oh ! it was a 
heavingly dream ! " 

William Jones had listened with ill- 
disguised interest to the early part of this 
speech, but on its conclusion, he gave 
another grunt of undissembled disgust. 

"Well, you're awake now, old 'un, so 
jump up. I've brought summat home. 
Look sharp, and get a light." 

Thereupon the old man, who was fully 
dressed, in a pair of old woollen trousers 
and a guernsey, slipped from the bed, and 
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began fumbling about tbe room. He soon 
found what be wantecl-^a box of matcbes 
and a rude bome-made candle, fasbioned of 
a long, coarse reed dipped in sbeep's tallow, 
but owing to tbe fact tbat be was exceed- 
ingly feeble and tremulous, be was so long 
in ligbting up tbat bis gentle son grew 
impatient. , 

" Here, give 'un to me ! " said William. 
" You're wasting tbem matcbes just as if 
tbey cost nowt. A precious fatber you are, 
and no mistake," 

Tbe candle being lit and burning witb 
a feeble flame, be informed tbe old man of 
wbat be bad found. In a moment tbe latter 
was down on bis knees, opening tbe box, 
and greedily examining its. contents. But 
Wniiam pusbed bim impatiently away, and 
closed tbe lid: witb a bang. . 

" Tbeer, enougb o* tbat, old 'un I You 
bold tbe ligbt wbile I carry tbe box in and 
put it away/' . ;: 

"All rigbt, William dear;' all rigbt," 
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returned the old man, obeying gleefully. 
"I know'd we should have luck, by that 
beautiful dream." 

The two men — one holding the light and 
the other carrying the trunk — passed through 
a door at the back of the kitchen and entered 
an inner chamber. This chamber, too, con- 
tained a window, which was so blocked up 
however by lumber of all kinds that little 
or no daylight entered. Piled up in great 
confusion were old sacks, some partly full, 
some empty, coils of rope, broken oars, 
broken fragments of ships' planks, rotten 
and barnacled, a small boat's rudder, dirty 
sails, several oilskin coats, bits of iron ballast, 
and other flotsam and jetsam; so that the 
chamber had a salt and fish-like smell, sug- 
gesting the hold of some vessel. But in one 
corner of the room was a small wooden bed, 
with a mattrass and coarse bed-clothing, and 
hanging on a nail close to it was certain 
feminine attire which the owner of the 
caravan would have recognized as the garb 
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worn by Matt on the morning of her first 
appearance. 

Placing the box down, William Jones 
carefuUy covered it with a portion of an 
old sail. 

"It's summat, but it ain't much," he 
muttered discontentedly. " Lucky them 
coastguards didn't see me come ashore. If 
they did, though, it wouldn't signify; for 
what's floating on the sea belongs to him as 
finds it." 

A sound startled him as he spoke, and 
looking round suspiciously he saw Matt 
entering the room, loaded with broken 
wood. But she was not aione ; standing 
behind her in the shadow was a man — none 
other, indeed, than Monk of Monkshurst. 

While Matt entered the room to throw 
down her load of wood Monk stood in the 
doorway. His quick eye had noted the 
movements of father and son. 

" More plunder, William Jones 1 " he 
asked grimly. 
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In a moment William Jones was trans- 
formed. The keen expression of his face 
changed to one of mingled stupidity and 
sadness ; he began to whine. 

"More plunder, Mr. Monk?" he said; 
" no, no ; the days for finding that is gone. 
Matt and me has been on the shore foraginsf 
for a bit o' firewood, — that be all. Put it 
down. Matt ; put it down." 

Matt did as she was told : opening her 
arms, she threw her load into a corner of 
the room ; then William Jones hurried the 
whole party back into the kitchen. 

The men seated themselves on benches ; 
but Matt moved about the room to get a 
light. The light as well as everything else 
was a living illustration of the meanness ol 
William Jones. It consisted, not of a candle, 
but of a long rush, which had been gathered 
from the marshes by Matt, and afterwards 
dried and dipped in grease by William 
Jones. Matt lit it, and fiixed it in a little 
iron niche which was evidently made for 
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the purpose^ and which was attached to a 
table near the hearth. When the work was 
finished she threw o£F her hat and jacket, 
retired to the further end of the hearth, and 
sat down on the floor. 

During the whole of this time Mr. Monk 
had been watching her gloomily ; and he 
had been watched in his turn by "William 
Jones. At last the latter spoke. 

" Matt's growed," said he ; " she's growed 
wonderful. Lord bless us I she's a bit 
changed, she is, sin' that night when you 
found her down on the shore. Why, her 
own friends wouldn't know her t " 

Mr. Monk started and frowned. 

" Her friends?" he said; " what friends ? " 

"Why, them aa owns her," continued 
William Jones ; " if they wasn't aU drowndcd 
in the ship what she came ashore from, they 
must be somewheer. Mayhap some day 
they'll find her, and reward me for bringin' 
her up a good gal, — that's what I aUus tell 
her." 
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" So that's what you always tell her, do 
you ? " returned Monk grimly. " Then 
you're a fool for your pains. The girl's got 
no friends — haven't I told you that be- 
fore?" 

"Certainly you have, Mr. Monk," re- 
turned William Jones meekly ; " but look 
ye now, I think — — " 

"You've no right to think," thundered 
Monk ; " you're not paid for thinking ; 
you're paid for keeping the girl, and what 
more do you want ?— Matt," he continued 
in a softer tone, " come to me." 

But Matt didn't hear — or, at any rate, 
did not heed ; for she made no movement. 
Then Monk, gazing intently at her, gave 
vent to the same remark as William Jones 
had done a few hours before. 

" Where have you been to-day," he said, 
" to have on that frock ? " 

Again Matt hung her head and was silent. 
Monk repeated his question ; and seeing 
that he was determined to have an answer. 
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she threw up her head defiantly and said, 
with a tone of pride in her voice — 

"I put it on to be took 1 " 

" To be took ? " repeated Monk. 

" Yes," returned Matt ; " to have my like- 
ness took. There be a painter chap here that 
lives in a cart ; he's took it." 

It was curious to note the changes in 
Mr. Monk's face : at first he tried to appear 
amiable ; then his face gradually darkened 
into a look of angry suspicion. 

Matt never once withdrew her eyes from 
him — his very presence seemed to rouse all 
that was bad in her — and she glared at him 
through her tangled locks in much the same 
manner that a shaggy terrier puppy might 
gaze at a bull which it would fain attack, but 
feared on account of its superior strength. 

"Matt," said Mr. Monk again, "come 
here." 

This time she obeyed ; she rose slowly 
from her seat and went reluctantly to his 
side. 
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"Matt, look me in tlie face," he said; 
" do you know wko this painter is ? " 

Matt shook her head. 

" How many times have you seen him ? " 

" Twice." 

" And what has he said to you ? " 

"A lot o' things." 

" Tell me one thing." 

" He asked me who my mother was, and 
I told him I hadn't got none." 

Mr. Monk's face once more grew black as 
night. 

"So," he said, "poking and prying and 
asking questions. I thought as much. He's 
a scoundrelly vagabond ! " 

" No, he ain't," said Matt bluntly. 

" Matt, my girl," said Mr. Monk, taking 
no notice of her interruption, " I want you 
to promise me something." 

" What is it ? " 

" Not to go near that painter again ! " 

Matt shook her head. 

"Shan't promise," she said, "'cause I 
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stall go. My likeness ain't took yet — he 
takes a time, he does. I'm going to put 
them things on to-morrow and be took 
again." 

For a moment the light in his eyes 
looked dangerous, then he smiled and patted 
her cheek, at which caress she shrank away. 

" What's the matter ? " he asked. 

"Nothing," said Matt. " I don't like to 
be pulled about, that's all." 

" You mean you don't like me ? " 

" Don't know. That's telling." 

" And yet you've no cause to hate me, 
Matt, for I've been a good friend to you — 
and always shall, because I like you, Matt. 
Do you understand ? I like you." • 

So anxious did he seem to impress this 
upon her, that he put his arm around her 
waist, drew her towards him, ' and kissed 
her on the cheek, a ceremony he had never 
performed befotfe. But Matt seemed by no 
means to appreciate the honour; as his 
lips touched her cheeks she shivered ; and 
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when he released her she began rubbing at 
the place as if to wipe the touch away. 

If Mr. Monk noticed this action on the 
part of the girl he deemed it prudent to 
take no notice of it. He said a few more 
pleasant things to Matt, and again patted 
her cheek affectionately, then he left the 
cottage, taking William Jones with him. 
Ten minutes later William Jones returned 
alone. 

" Where's he? " asked Matt. 

" Meanin' Mr. Monk, Matt— he be gone ! " 
said William Jones. 

"Gone for good?" demanded Matt, im- 
patiently. 

" No ; he ain't, Matt. He'll be down here 
to-morrow, he will; and you'd best be at 
home 1 " 

Matt said nothing this time ; she only 
turned away sullenly and shrugged her 
shoulders. 

" Matt," said William Jones, presently. 

"WeU?" 
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"Mr. Monk seems uncommon fond of 
you, he do," 

Matt reflected for a moment, then she 
replied — 

"I wonder what he's fond o' me for, 
William Jones ? " 

" Well, I dunno — 'cause he is, I suppose," 
returned William Jones, having no more 
logical answer at his command. 

" 'Tain't that," said Matt ; "he don't love 
me 'cause I'm me, William Jones. There's 
somethin' else, and I should just like to 
know what that somethin' is, I should." 

William Jones looked at her, conscious 
that there was a new development of 
sagacity in her character, but was utterly 
at a loss to understand what that new 
development meant. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

ALSO CONCLUDES WITH A KISS. 

When Matt awoke the next morning, the 
first thing she did was to look around for 
her Sunday clothes, which on retiririg to 
rest she had carefully placed beside her bed. 
They were gone, and in their place lay the 
habiliments she was accustomed to wear on 
her erratic pilgrimages every day. 

Her face grew cloudy, she himted all 
round the chamber, but finding nothing that 
she sought she was compelled to array her- 
self as she best could. 

" William Jones," she said, when she sat 
with that worthy at a hermit's breakfast of 
dry bread and whey, " where's my Sunday 
clothes?" 
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William Jones fidgeted a bit, then he 
said — 

"They're put where you won't find 'em. 
Look ye now, Matt, you'd better be doin' 
summat more useful than runnin' about 
after a painter chap. I was down on the 
shore this morning, and I seen heaps o' 
wood — ^you'd best get some of it afore 
night 1 " 

Matt gave a snort, but said nothing. A 
few minutes later her benign protector left 
the cottage, and a little after he had dis- 
appeared Matt issued forth ; but instead of 
beating the shore for firewood, as she had 
been told to do, she ran across the £elds to 
the painter. 

She found him already established at his 
work. The fact was he had been for some 
time strolling about with his hands in his 
pockets, and scanning the prospect on every 
side, for a sight of her. Having got tired of 
this characteristic occupation^ he at length 
sat down and began to put a few touches to 
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the portrait. Seeing tliat he was uncon- 
scious of her approach, Matt crept up quietly 
behind him and took a peep at the picture. 

Her black eyes dilated with pleasure. 

" Oh, ain't it beautiful ! " she exclaimed. 

" So you have come at last," said Brinkley 
quietly, going on with his painting. 

She made no movement and no further 
sound, so he continued — 

" Perhaps now you have come you'll be 
good enough to step round that I may 
continue my work. I am longing to refresh 
my memory with a sight of your face, Matt I " 

"Well, you can't," said Matt; "they're 
locked up I " 

" Eh I what's locked up — my memory or 
your face ? " 

It was clear Matt could not appreciate 
banter. She saw him smile, and guessed 
that he was laughing at her, and her face 
grew black and mutinous. She would have 
slunk off, but his voice stopped her. 

" Come here, Matt," he said. " Don't be 
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silly, child ; tell me what's the matter, and 
T-whj, what has become of your resplendent 
raiment — your gorgeous Sunday clothes ? " 

"Didn't I tell yer ?— they're locked up." 

"Indeed I" 

" Yes, William Jones done it 'cause he told 
him. He don't want me to come here and 
be took." 

" Oh 1 Tell you what it is, Matt, we wiU 
have our own way, in spite of them. For 
the present this picture shall be put aside. 
If in a day or so you can again don your 
Sunday raiment, and sit to me again in 
them — if not, I dare say I shall be able 
to finish the dress from memory. That 
portrait I shall give to you. In the mean 
time, as I want one for myself, I will paint 
you as you are. Do you approve ? " 

Matt nodded her head vigorously. 

" Very weU," said Brinkley. " Then we 
will get on." 

He removed from his easel and carefully 
covered the portrait upon which he had 
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been working. Then he put up a fresb 
cardboard and sat down, inviting Matt to do. 
the same. 

With the disappearance of the Sunday 
clothes the girl's stififness seemed to have 
disappeared also, and she became again a 
veritable child of Nature. She looked like 
a shaggy young pony fresh from a race on 
the mountain side as she threw herself on 
the ground in an attitude which was aU 
picturesqueness and beauty. Then with her 
plump sunburnt hand she carelessly began 
to pull up the grass, while her black eyes 
searched alternately the prospect and the 
painter's face. 

Presently she spoke. 

" He says you're a pryin' scoundrel," she 
said. 

Brinkley looked up and smiled. 

" Who is Ae, Matt?" 

" Mr. Monk," she replied, and gave a jerk 
with her head in the direction of Monkshurst. 

" Oh, indeed," said BrinMey. " It is my 
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amiable equestrian friend, is it ? I'm sure 
I'm much obliged to him. And when, may I 
ask, did he bore you with his opinion of me?" 

" Last night, when he come to see WUliam 
Jones. He said I wasn't to be took no more, 
'cause you was a scoundrel poking and 
prying." 

Brinkley began to whistle, and went on for 
a while vigorously touching up his work. 
Then he looked up and regarded the girl 
curiously. 

"Mr. Monk seems to be very much 
interested in you, Matt ? " 

The girl nodded her head vigorously ; 
then remembering the odious caress to which 
Mr. Monk had subjected her, she began to 
rub her cheek again violently. 

" Why is Mr. Monk so interested in you ? 
Do you know ? " 

" P'raps it's 'cause he found me when I 
come ashore ? " 

" Oh, he found you, did he 1 Then why 
doesn't he keep you 2 " 
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" He do, only I live along o' William 
Jones." 

Again Brinkley began wliistling lightly, 
and working away vigorously with his brush. 
Presently the conversation began again. 

" Matt, what things did you come ashore 
inl" 

"Idunnol" 

" You have never heard whether anything 
was found with you which might lead to 
your finding your relations ? " 

"No, no more has William Jones. He 
says maybe they'll find me some day and 
reward him ; but Mr. Monk says they were 
all drownded, and I ain't got no fi^iends 'cept 
him and William Jones." 

" Well, since he found you, I suppose he 
ought to know ; and since you have no rela- 
tions. Matt, and no claim upon anybody in 
the world, it was very kind of Mr. Monk to 
keep you, instead of sending you to the 
workhouse as he might have done." 

On this point Matt seemed rather sceptical. 
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" Well," continued Brinkley, as he went 
on lightly touching up his work, "perhaps 
I have done my equestrian friend a wrong. 
Perhaps his unamiable exterior belies his 
real nature ; perhaps he is good and kind, 
generous to the poor, willing to help the 
helpless — like you, for instance." 

"Is it him?" exclaimed Matt, "Monk 
of Monkshurst ! Why, he don't give nothin' 
to nobody. No fear." 

" And yet, according to your own showing, 
he has helped to support you all these 
years — you, who have no claim whatever 
upon him." 

This was an enigma to which Matt had no 
solution. She said no more, but Brinkley, 
while he continued his painting, silently 
ruminated thus : 

" It strikes me this puzzle would be worth 
unravelling if I could only find the key. 
Query, is the young person the key, if I 
but knew how to use her ? Perhaps, since 
the amiable Monk evidently dislikes my 
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coming into communication witli her. But 
it would be useless to lay the case before 
her, since, if she is the key, she is quite 
unconscious of it herself." 

He threw down his brush, rose and 
stretched himself, and said — 

"Look here. Matt, I'm tired of work. 
The sun shining on those sand-hiUs and on 
the far-off sea is too tempting. I shall go 
for a walk, and you, if you are in the mood, 
shall be my guide." 

She evidently was in the mood, for she 
was on her feet in an instant. 

" All right, master," she said, " I'll go." 

"Very well. — Tim, bring forth some re- 
freshment. We will refresh the inner man 
and girl before we start." 

Tim disappeared into the caravan. Pre- 
sently he re-appeared bearing a small tray, 
on which was a small flask of brandy, a 
large jug of milk, some biscuits, and a 
couple of glasses. This he placed on the 
camp stool, which his master had just, 
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vacated, and whicli, when not in use as a 
seat, served as a table. Brinkley poured out 
two glasses of milk, then, looking at Matt, 
he held the little flask on high. 

"Brandy, Matt?" 

She shook her head. 

" Very well, child ; I think you are wise. 
Here, take the milk and drink confusion to 
your enemies 1 " 

Matt took the glass of milk and drank 
it down, while Brinkley hastened to dilute 
and dispose of the other. Then he gave 
some orders to Tim, and they started off. 
As they had no particular object in view, 
they chose the pleasantest route, and clearly 
the pleasantest lay across the sand-hills. 
Not because the sand-hills were pleasant in 
themselves ; they were not, especially on 
a day when the sun was scorching the roads 
and making the sea like a mUl-pond ; but 
because by crossing the sand-hiUs one came 
on the other side upon a footpath which 
led, by various windings, gradually to the 
top of breezy cliffs. 
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To the sand-hills, therefore, they wended 
their way. Having gained them they fol- 
lowed a route which Matt knew full well, 
and which soon brought them to the narrow 
footpath beyond. During the walk she 
was singularly silent, and Brinkley seemed 
to be busily trying to work out some 
abstruse problem which had taken posses- 
sion of his brain. 

When they had followed the footpath 
for some distance, and had gained the 
greensward on the top of the cliffs, the 
young man threw himself upon the grass, 
and invited Matt to do the same. It was 
very pleasant there, soothing both to the 
eye and to the mind. The cliff was covered 
— somewhat sparsely, it is true — with 
stunted grass, and just below on their right 
lay the ocean, calm as any mUl-pond, but 
sighing softly as the water kissed the 
rocks and flowed back again with rhythmic 
throbs. On their left lay the sand-hills, 
glittering like dusty gold in the sun rays. 
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while just before and below them was the 
village. 

"Do you see that house standing all 
by itself, close to shore 1 " said Matt, 
pointing to the cottage where she lived ; 
"that belongs to William Jones — and look 
ye now, there be William Jones on the 
rocks ! " 

Looking down, Brinkley beheld a figure 
moving along the rocks, just where the 
water touched the edge. 

"Very lazy of William Jones," he said. 
"Why isn't he at work?" 

" At work ? " 

"Yes; tilling the fields or fishing. By 
the way, I forgot to ask you, is he a 
fisherman 1 " 

"No, he ain't," said Matt. "He's a 
wrecker, he is 1 " 

" A what ? " exclaimed Brinkley. 

"A wrecker," continued Matt, as if 
wrecking was the most natural occupation 
in the world. 
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Brinkley looked, at her, imagining that 
she must be practising some wild joke. 
He had certainly heard of wreckers, but 
he had always believed that they were a 
species of humanity which had belonged to 
past centuries, and were now as extinct as 
a mammoth. But the girl evidently meant 
what she said, and thought there was 
nothing extraordinary in the statement. 

" That sea don't look ugly, do it ? " she 
contkiued, pointing at the ocean, "but it 
is — there's rocks out there where the ships 
split on, then they go all to pieces, and 
the things come ashore." 

"And what becomes of all the things. 
Matt?" 

" Some of 'em's stole and some of 'em's 
took by the coastguards. They do say," 
she added, mysteriously, " as there's lots o' 
things — gold and silver — hid among them 
sand-hills. Before the coastguards come 
all the folk was wreckers like William 
Jones, and they used to get what come 
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ashore, and they used to hide it in the 
sand-hills." 

" Indeed 1 Then if that is the case, why 
don't they take the treasure up, and turn 
it into money 1 " 

"Why? 'Cause they can't; them sand- 
hills is alius changing and shifting about, 
they are ; though they know well enough 
the things is there, there's no findin' of 
'em!" 

"I always thought William Jones was 
poor ? " 

" So he is, he says ! " replied Matt, 
'"cause though he be alius foraging, he 
don't find much now on account o' them 
coastguard chaps." 

After they had rested themselves, they 
went a little further up the cliff, then they 
followed a narrow winding path, which 
brought them to the shore below. Here 
Matt, who seemed to be pretty well 
grounded in the history of the place, 
pointed him out the wonders of the coast. 
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She showed him the caves, which tradition 
said had been formerly used as wreckers' 
haunts and treasure stores, but which were 
now washed by the sea, and covered with 
slimy weeds ; then she brought him to a. 
promontory where they told her she herself 
had been found. This spot Brinkley ex- 
amined curiously, then he looked at the girl. 

"I suppose you had clothes on when 
you came ashore, didn't you. Matt ? " 

" Why, of course, I had. AYilliam Jones 
has got 'em I " 

" Has he 1 Where ? " 

" In his cave, I expect." 

" His cave ! Where is that ? " asked 
Brinkley, becoming very much interested. 

"Dunno," returned Matt; "perhaps it's 
somewhere hereabout. I've seen William 
Jones come about here, I have, but I never 
could track him ! " 

Matt's information on the subject was so- 
vague that it seemed useless to institute a 
search ; so, after a ree;retful look at the 
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rocks, Brinkley proposed that they should 
saunter back along the shore. 

" By the way," said he, " I want you to 
introduce me to AVilliam Jones." 

" To William Jones ? " 

"Yes. Strange as the fancy may seem 
to you, I should like for once in my life 
to stand face to face with a real live 
wrecker." 

They made their way back along the 
•coast, until they reached William Jones's 
cottage. Here they paused, principally for 
Brinkley to take a glance at the quaint 
•dwelling, then they crossed the threshold, 
W^hat sort of a place he had got into, it 
was utterly impossible for Brinkley to teU ; 
it was so dark, he could see nothing. 
Having crossed the threshold, therefore, he 
paused ; but Matt went fearlessly forward, 
struck a light, and ignited the rushlight on 
the table. 

" WiUiam Jones," said she, " here be the 
painter 1 " 
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By the light of the flickering rushlight 
Brinkley now looked about him. At a 
glance he noted some of the details of the 
queer little room, then his eye fell upon the 
occupants, whom, from Matt's description, 
he recognized as William Jones and the 
grizzly author of his being. 

The old man, who Brinkley perforce ad- 
mitted certainly bore some resemblance to 
the Kembrandtish head which Matt had 
recognized, sat dozing fitfully by the hearth, 
while his son was busily employed in mend- 
ing an old lantern. 

Upon the entrance of Brinkley, the lan- 
tern was quickly thrown aside, and William 
Jones, assuming a most obsequious manner, 
hastened to give a welcome to the stranger. 
Brinkley was amused. He accepted William 
Jones's offer of a seat, then he lit up hia 
briar-root pipe, and while smoking lazily, 
he put a few questions to his host. But if 
he expected to gain information of any kind 
he was soon undeceived. William Jones 
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was no fooL Combined with excessive 
avarice, he possessed all the cunning of the 
fox, and the moment he saw that the 
stranger was pumping him, he was on his 
guard. 

Presently, however, his curiosity gained 
the day. Categorically, in his turn, he 
began to question Brinkley about his doings. 

" I suppose now, master," said he, " you 
travel about a deal i' that cart o' your'n ? " 

Brinkley explained that the " cart " in 
question had been in his possession only a 
few months. 

" But I travelled a good deal before I 
got it," he explained. " This time last year 
I was in Ireland." 

" In Ireland, master ? " 

" Yes, on the west coast ; do you know 
it?" 

WiUiam Jones shook his. head. 

"There be plenty wreck there, ain't 
there ? " said he suddenly. 

" "Wreck ? " repeated Brinkley. 
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" Yes, I've heard tell o' -wonderful storms 
and big ships breaking up. Look ye, 
now, they do tell wonderful stories ; and' 
I wonder sometimes if all they says be 
true." 

Brinkley looked at his host for a minute 
or so in silent wonder, for the little man was 
transformed. Instead of gazing about him 
with the stupid expression which up till now 
his face had worn, his face expressed all the 
keenness of a foxhound well on the scent. 
There was also another curious thing which 
the young man noticed, that the word 
" wreck " seemed to act like magic on the 
other member of the Jones' household. At 
the first mention of it the old man started 
from his sleep ; and he now sat staring 
wildly before him, evidently imagining he 
was standing on a headland, gazing out to 
sea. 

" Wreck I " he murmured ; " ay, there it 
be, driftin' in wi' the wind and the tide, 
William ; driftin' in wi' the tide." 



100 MATT. 

" Shut up, old man," said William, giving 
his father a nudge ; then turning again to 
Brinkley, he said, "Be them tales true, 
master ? " 

" Eh ? — Oh yes ; perfectly true," said 
Brinkley, being in a lively humour, and 
determined to give his host a treat. 

The expression in the eyes of William 
Jones became even more greedy. 

"P'raps," he said, "you've seen some of 
them wrecks." 

"Dear me, yes," answered Brinkley, de- 
termined to give the reins to his imagination. 
" I've seen any number of them. Huge 
ships broken up like match-boxes, and every 
soul on board them drowned; then after- 
wards " 

"Ah yes, master," said William Jones 
eagerly as the other paused ; " arter " 

"Well, afterwards, my friend, I've seen 
treasures come ashore that would have made 
you and me, and a dozen others such, men 
for life." 
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" Dear, dear ! and what became of it, 
master — tell me that ? " 

" What became of it ? " repeated Brinkley, 
"whose imagination was beginning to give 
way ; " why, it was appropriated, of course, 
by the population." 

"And didn't you take your share, master?" 

" I ? " repeated Briukley, who was getting 
muddled ; " well, firstly, because I didn't 
wish to — I have a superstitious horror of 
wearing dead men's things ; and secondly, 
because I could not have done so had I 
wished. The people are clannish; they 
wanted it aU for themselves, and would have 
killed any interfering stranger." 

" I suppose, master, there be no coastguard 
chaps there ? " said William Jones. 

" Oh dear, no 1 No coastguards." 

" Ah ! " sighed the old man, coming out 
of his trance. " It warn't so long ago when 
there warn't no coastguard chaps here neither. 
Then times was better for honest men. On 
a dark night 'twas easy to put a light on the 
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headland, and sometimes we got a prize or 
two that way, didn't we, William dear ; but 
now " 

" You shut up ! " roared William, giving 
his parent a very forcible dig in the ribs. 
" You don't know what you're talkin' about, 
you don't. — The old 'un is a bit queer in the 
head, master," he explained ; " and he's alius 
a dreamin', he is. There ain't no prizes here, 
the Lord knows ; it's a'most as much as we 
can do to git a bit o' bread. Matt knows 
that; don't ee', Matt?" 

But whatever Matt knew she evidently 
meant to keep to herself, for she gave no 
reply. Presently, after a little more general 
conversation, Brinkley rose to go. He 
offered a two -shilling piece to William 
Jones ; and somewhat to his amazement, 
that worthy accepted it gratefully. 

"Good-bye, Matt," said Brinkley. But 
in a trice Matt was beside him. 

" I'm going to show you the way," she ex- 
plained as she went out with him into the air. 
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" Whew ! " said Brinkley when they were 
fairly clear of the cabin ; " the open air is 
better than that den ; but then WiUiam 
Jones is very poor, isn't he, Matt ? " 

" He says he is." 

" But don't you believe it 1 " 

" P'raps I do, and p'raps I don't ; it don't 
matter to you, does it ? " 

" Not the least in the world." 

They went on for a while in silence ; then 
Matt, who had been furtively watching his 
face all the whUe, spoke again. 

" You ain't angry, are you, master ? " she 
asked. 

"I angry '—what for?" 

" 'Cause I said that just now." 

" Dear me, no ; whatever you might say, 
Matt, wouldn't offend me." 

If he expected to please her by this he 
was mistaken. 

"That's 'cause you don't care. Well, I 
don't care neither, if you don't." 

She ran a little ahead of him, and con- 
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tinued to precede him until she gained the 
last sand-hill, and caught a glimpse of the 
caravan. Then she paused. 

" You don't want me to go no further, do 
you?" 

" No." 

"AH i:ight— good-bye." 

She gave a bound, like a young deer, and 
prepared to start for a swift run back, but 
the young man called her. 

" Matt, come here." 

She came up to him. He put his arm 
about her shoulders, bent over her upturned 
face, and kissed her. In her impulsive way. 
Matt returned the kiss ardently, then to his 
amazement, she gave one strange look into 
his eyes — blushed violently, and hung her 
head. 

" Come," give me another. Matt," he said. 

But Matt would not comply. With one 
jerk she freed herself from him ; then, swift 
as lightning, she ran back across the hilla 
towards the sea. 



( 1(^5 ) 



CHAPTER VII. 

MATT GROWS MATRIMONIAL. 

That night the young man of the caravan 
had curious dreams, and throughout them 
all moved, like a presiding fairy, Matt of 
Abertaw. Sometimes he was wandering 
on stormy shores, watching the wrecks of 
mighty argosies ; again, he was in myste- 
rious caverns underneath the ground, search- 
ing for and finding buried treasure ; still 
again, he was standing on the decks of 
storm-tossed vessels, while the breakers 
thundered close at hand, and the bale-fires 
burned on the lonely headlands. But at 
all times, and in all places, Matt was his 
companion. 
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And curiously enough. Matt in his dream 
was very diflferent to the Matt of waking 
reality — taller and brighter — ^in fact, as 
beautiful as a vision can be ; so that his 
spirit was full of a strange sensation of love 
and pity, and the touch of the warm little 
hand filled his imagination with mysterious 
joy. So vivid did this foolish dream become 
at last, that he found himself seated on a 
sunny rock by the sea, by Matt's side ; and 
he was talking to her like a lover, with his 
arm around her waist ; and she turned to 
him, with her great eyes fixed on his, and 
kissed him over and over again, so passion- 
ately — that he awoke ! 

It was blowing hard, and the rain wa» 
pelting furiously on the roof of the caravan. 
He tried to go to sleep again, but the face 
of Matt (as he had seen it in his dream) 
kept him for a long time awake. 

"Now, young man," he said to himself, 
" this is idiotic. In the first placcj Matt is 
a child, not a young woman ; in the second 
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place, she ia a vulgar little thing, not a 
young lady ; in the third place, you ought 
to be ashamed of yourself for thinking of 
sentiment at all in such a connection. Is 
your brain softening, youngster ? or are you 
labouring under the malign influence of 
William Jones 1 The kiss you gave to this 
unsophisticated daughter of the desert was 
paternal, or say, amicable; it was a very 
nice kiss, but it has no right to make you 
dream of stuflf and nonsense." 

But the influence of the dream was over 
him, and in that half-sleeping, half-waking 
state, he felt like a boy in love. He found 
himself calculating the age of his own friend. 
Let him see ! it was fifteen years since, in 
her own figurative expression, she " come 
ashore," and the question remained, how old 
was she on that interesting occasion ? As 
far as he could make out from her appear- 
ance, she could not be more than sixteen. 
For a damsel of that age, her kiss was 
decidedly precocious. 
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At last he tumbled off again, and dreamed 
that Matt was a young lady of beautiful 
attire and captivating manners to whom he 
was " engaged ; " and her speech, strange 
to say, was quite poetical and refined ; and 
they walked together, hand in hand, to a 
country church on a green hillside, and were 
just going to enter, when who should appear 
upon the threshold but Mr. Monk of Monks - 
hurst 1 But they passed him by, and stood 
before the altar, where the parson stood in 
his white robes, and when the parson asked 
aloud whether any one saw any just cause 
or impediment why the pair should not be 
joined in holy matrimony, the same Monk 
stepped forward with Mephistophelian smile, 
and cried, " Yes, I do ! " On which the 
young man awoke again in agitation, to find 
that it was broad daylight, and a fine fresh 
summer morning. 

Whom should he find waiting for him 
when he had dressed himself and stepped 
from the housfe on wheels but Matt herself ? 
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Yes, there she was, as wild and quaintly 
attired as ever, quite unlike the ethereal 
individual of his dreams ; but for all that 
her smUe was like sunshine, and her eyes as 
roguish and friendly as ever. 

Conscious of his dream he blushed while 
greeting her with a friendly nod. 

" Well, Matt 1 Here again, eh ? " he said ; 
adding to himself, "This won't do at all, 
my gentleman ; if the young person con- 
tinues to appear daily, the caravan will have 
to * move on.' " 

Matt had evidently something on her 
mind. After looking at Brinkley thought- 
fully for some few minutes, she exclaimed 
abruptly — 

"William Jones don't like you neither. 
No more does William Jones's father." 

" Dear me ! " said the young man. " I'm 
very sorry for that." 

"He says — William Jones saya — you're 
come here prying and spying. Do you 1 " 

" My dear Matt," replied the young man 
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lightly, "I come here as a humble artist, 
seeking subjects for my surpassing genius to 
work upon. If it is prying and spying to 
attempt to penetrate into the beauties of 
nature — both scenic, animal, and human — 
I fear I must plead guilty; but other- 
wise " 

She interrupted him with an impatient 
exclamation, accompanied by a hitch of her 
pretty shoulders, 

" Don't talk like that ; for then I know 
you're chaffing. Talk serious, and I'll tell 
you something," 

" All right. I'll be serious as a parson. 
Go ahead ! " 

"Mr, Monk of Monkshurst wants to 
marry me. He said so to William Jones," 

lie information was delivered with as- 
sumed carelessness ; but after it was given. 
Matt watched the effect of it upon the 
hearer with precocious interest. Brinkley 
opened his eyes in very natural amazement, 

" ComOj come, Matt ; you're joking." 
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" No, I ain't. It's true." 

"But you're only a child — a very nice 
child, I admit — ^but to talk of holy matri- 
mony in such a connection is — excuse 
my frankness — ^preposterous. People don't 
marry little girls." 

But Matt did not consent to this propo- 
sition at all. 

" I ain't a little girl," she affirmed with 
a decisive nod of the head. " I'm sixteen, 
and I'm growed up." 

The young man was amused, and could 
not refrain from laughing heartily. But the 
girl's brow darkened as she watched him, 
and her under lip fell as if she would like to 
<5ry. 

" If you go on laughing," she said, " I'll 
run straight back home, and never come 
here no more." 

" Well, I'll try to keep my countenance ; 
but the idea is very funny. Eeally, now 1 
Don't you see it in that light yourself ? " 

Certainly Matt did not, to judge from the 
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expression of her face. She turned her head 
away; and Brinkley saw, to his surprise, 
that a tear was rolling down her cheek. 

"Come, Matt," he said kindly; "you 
mustn't take this so seriously. Tell me all 
about it — there's a good girl." 

" I win — if you won't laugh." 

" I won't then— there." 

" Well, when I was lying in my bed this 
morning, I heard William Jones a-talking 
to some one. He thought I was asleep, but 
I got up and listened, and I heard Mr. 
Monk's voice ; and he said, says he, ' She's 
over sixteen years old, and I'll marry her ; ' 
and William Jones said, ' Lord, Mr. Monk ; 
what can you be a-thinking about? Matt 
ain't old enough; and, what's more, she 
ain't fit to be the wife of a fine gentleman.' 
Then Mr. Monk he stamped with his foot, 
like he does when he's in a passion, and 
he said, says he, 'My mind's made up, 
William Jones, and I'm going to marry 
jher before the year's out ; and I don't care 
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how soon.' Then I heard them moving 
about, and I crept back to bed and pre- 
tended to be fast asleep." 

The young man's astonishment increased. 
There could be no doubt of the veracity 
and sincerity of the speaker ; and the story 
she told was certainly puzzling. Brinkley 
made up his mind, without much reflection, 
that if Mr. Monk wanted to go through the 
marriage ceremony with that child, he had 
some special and mysterious reason for so 
doing ; unless — which was scarcely possible 
— ^he was of a sentimental disposition, and, 
in the manner of many men advanced 
towards middle age, was enamoured of 
Matt's youth and inexperience. 

"Tell me. Matt," said Brinkley, after 
pondering the matter for some minutes ; 
" teU me how long have you known this 
Mr. Monk?" 

" Ever since I come ashore," was the 
reply. 

" Humph ! Is he well-to-do ?— rich 1 " 
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Matt nodded emphaticallj'. 

"All Abertaw belongs to him," she said ; 
"and the woods np there, and the farms, 
and the horses up at the big house, and — 
everything." 

" And though he is such a great person 
he is very friendly with William Jones 1 " 

" Oh yes," answered Matt ; " and I think 
"William Jones is afraid of him — sometimes ; 
but he gives William Jones money for 
keeping me." 

" Oh, indeed ! He gives him money, does 
he ? That's rather kind of him, you know." 

At this Matt shook her head with great 
decision, but said nothing. Greatly puzzled, 
the young man looked at her, and mused. 
It was clear that there was a mystery some- 
where, and he was getting interested. Pre- 
sently, he invited Matt to sit down on the 
steps of the caravan, and he placed himself 
at her side. He was too absorbed in specu- 
lation to notice how the girl coloured and 
I brightened as they sat there togethen 
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" You have often told me that you came 
ashore," he said, after a long pause. "I 
should like to know something of how it 
happened, I don't exactly know what 
thia * coming ashore ' means. Can you ex- 
plain?" 

" I don't remember," she replied, " but I 
know there was a ship, and it went to 
pieces, and I floated to shore in a boat, or 
something." 

" I see— and William Jones found you ? " 

" Mr. Monk, he found me, and gave me 
to William Jones to keep." 

" I begin to understand. Of course, you 
were very little — a baby, in fact," 

" William Jones says I could just talk 
some words, and that when he took me 
home I called him ' Papa.' " 

" What was the name of the ship ? Have 
you ever heard ? " 

" No," said Matt. 

"Did you come ashore all alone? It is 
scarcely possible ! " 
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" I came ashore by myself. All tie rest 
was drownded." 

" Was there no clue to who you were 1 
Did nothing come ashore besides to show 
them who you were, or where you came 
from?" 

Matt shook her head again. Once more 
the young man was lost in meditation. 
Doubtless it was owing to his abstraction 
of mind that he quietly placed his arm 
round Matt's waist, and kept it there. At 
first Matt went very red, then she glanced 
up at his face, and saw that his eyes were 
fixed thoughtfully on the distant sand-hills. 
Seeing he still kept silence, she moved a 
little closer to him, and said very quietly — 

"I didn't tell William Jones that you 
— kissed me 1 " 

Brinkley started from his abstraction, and 
looked at the girl's blushing face. 

" Eh ? What did you say ? " 

"I didn't tell William Jones that you 
kissed me I " 
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These words seemed to remind the young 
man of the position of his arm, for he 
hastily withdrew it. Then the absurdity 
of the whole situation appeared to return 
upon him, and he broke into a burst of 
boyish laughter — at which his companion's 
face fell once more. It was clear that she 
took life seriously, and dreaded sarcasm. 

" Matt," he said, " this won't do I This 
won't do at all ! " 

" What won't do ? " 

"Well — this I" he answered, rather am- 
biguously. " You're awfully young, you 
know — quite a girl, although, as you sug- 
gested just now, and, as you probably 
believe, you may be 'growed up.' You 
must — ha ! — ^you must look upon me as 
a sort of father, and aU that sort of thing." 

** You're too young to be my father," 
answered Matt, ingenuously. 

" Well, say your big brother. I'm in- 
terested in you. Matt, very much interested, 
and I should really like to get to the bottom 
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of the mystery about you ; but we must not 
forget tbat we're — well, almost strangers, ' 
you know. Besides," he added, laughing 
again cheerily, " you are engaged to be 
married, some day, to a gentleman of 
fortune." 

Matt sprang up, with heaving bosom and 
flashing eyes. 

" No, I ain't ! " she said. " I hate him ! " 

"Hate the beautiful Monk of Monks- 
hurst 1 Monk the beneficent I Monk the 
sweet-spoken ! Impossible ! " 

" Yes, I hate him," cried Matt ; " and— 
and — when he kissed me, it made me 
sick." 

"What, did he? Actually? Kissed 
you?" 

As he spoke, the young man actually felt 
that he should like to assault the redoubt- 
able Monk. 

" Yes, he kissed me — once. If he kisses 
me again, I'll stick something into him, or 
scratch his face." 
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And Matt looked black as thunder, and 
set her pearly teeth angrily together. 

" Sit down again, Matt 1 " 

"I shan't — if you laugh.'* 

" Oh, I'll behave myself. Come ! "—and 
he added as she returned to her place, " Did 
it make you sick when /kissed you 1" 

He was playing with fire. The girl's face 
changed in a moment, her eyes melted, her 
lips trembled, and all her expression became 
inexpressibly soft and dreamy. Leaning 
gently towards him, she drooped her eyes, 
and then, seeing his hand resting on his 
knee, she took it in hers, and raised it to 
her lips. 

" I should like to marry you," she said, 
and blushing, rested her cheek against his 
shoulder ! 

Now, our hero of the caravan was a true- 
hearted young feUow, and a man of honour, 
and his position had become extremely em- 
barrassing. He could no longer conceal 
from himself the discovery that he had 
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made an unmistakable impression on Matt's 
unsophisticated heart. Hitherto he had 
looked upon her as a sort of enfant terrible, 
a very rough diamond ; now he realized, 
with a shock of surprise and self-reproach, 
that she possessed, whether "growed up" 
or not, much of the susceptibility of grown- 
up young ladies. It was clear that his duty 
was to disenchant her as speedily as pos- 
sible, seeing that the discovery of the hope- 
lessness of her attachment might, if delayed, 
cause her no little unhappiness. 

In the meantime he suffered her to 
nestle to him. He did not like to shake 
her off roughly, or to say anything unkind. 
He glanced round into her face; the eyes 
were still cast down, and the cheeks were 
suffused with a warm, rich light, which 
softened the great freckles and made her 
complexion look, according to the image 
which suggested itself to his mind, like a 
nice ripe pear. She was certainly very 
pretty. He glanced down at her hands. 
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which rested in her lap, and again noticed 
that they were unusually delicate and small. 
Her foot, which he next inspected, he could 
not criticize, for the boots she wore would 
have been a good fit for William Jones. 
But the whole outline of her figure, in spite 
of the hideous attire she wore, was fine and 
symmetrical, and altogether 

His inspection was interrupted by the 
girl herself. Starting as if from a delightful 
trance, she sprang to her feet and cried — 

" I can't stop no longer. I'm going." 

" But the picture. Matt ? " said Brinkley, 
rising also. " Shan't I finish it to-day \ " 

"I can't wait. WiUiam Jones wants to 
send me a message over to Pencroes, and if 
I don't go, he'll scold." 

"Very well, Matt." 

"But I'll come,' she said, smiling, "to- 
morrow; and rU come in my Sunday 
clothes, somehow." 

"Don't trouble. On reflection, I think 
you look nicer as you are." 
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She lifted her hat from the ground, and 
still hesitated as she put it on. 

" Upon my word," cried the artist, 
*' those Welsh hats are very becoming. 
Good-bye, Matt," 

She took his outstretched hand and waited 
an instant, with her warm, brown cheek in 
profile temptingly near his lips. But he 
did not yield to the temptation, and after a 
moment's further hesitation, in which I fear 
she betrayed some little disappointment. 
Matt released her hand and sprang hurriedly 
away. 

"Upon my word," muttered the young 
man, as he watched her figure receding in 
the distance, "the situation is growing more 
and more troublesome 1 I shall have to 
make a clean bolt of it, if this goes on. 
Fancy being caught in a flirtation with a 
wild ocean waif, a child of the wilderness, 
who never even heard of Lindley Murray ? 
Really, it wUl never do 1 " 
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CHAPTER Vlll. 

THE devil's CAULDROK. 

It so happened that the young man of the 
caravan had two considerable faults. The 
first fault my reader has, no doubt, already 
guessed — he was constitutionally lazy. The 
second fault will appear more clearly in the 
sequel : he was, also, constitutionally inquisi- 
tive. Now, his laziness was of that not 
uncommon kind which is capable of a great 
deal of activity, so long as that activity is 
unconscious, and not realized as being in 
the nature of work; and its possessor, there- 
fore, would frequently, in his idle way, 
bestir himself a good deal; whereas, if he 
had been ordered to bestir himself, he would 
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have yawned and resisted. Here his other 
constitutional defect came in, and set him 
prying into matters which in no way 
seriously concerned him. A little time 
before the period of his present excursion, 
when he was studying law in Dublin, and 
rapidly discovered that he loved artistic 
amateurship much better, he had often been 
known to work terribly hard at " cases " in 
which his curiosity was aroused ; and I may 
add in passing that he had shown on these 
occasions an amount of shrewdness which 
would have made him an excellent lawyer, 
if his iuvincible objection to hard work, qua 
work, had not invariably interfered. 

No sooner was he left to his own medita- 
tions, which the faithful Tim (who had 
fortunately been away on a foraging expedi- 
tion during the episode described in my last 
chapter) was not at hand to disturb, than 
our young gentleman began puzzling his 
brains over the curious information she had 
given him. The facts, which he had no 
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reason to question, ranged themselves under 
four heads : — 

1. Matt had been cast ashore, fifteen 
years previously, at an age when she could 
pronounce the word " Papa." It followed as 
a rational argument that she liad been, say, 
one year old, or thereabouts. 

2. Mr. Monk had found her, and given 
her into the care of William Jones, and had 
since given that worthy sums of money for 
taking care of her. Query, What reason 
had the said Monk for exhibiting so much 
care for the child, unless he were a person of 
wonderfully benevolent disposition, which 
my hero was not at all inclined to believe ? 

3. Said Monk and said Jones were on 
very familiar terms, which was curious, see- 
ing the difference in their social positions. 
Query again. Was there any private reason, 
any mysterious knowledge, any secret shared 
in common, which bound their interests 
together ? 

4. Last and most extraordinary of aU, 
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said Monk had now expressed his wish and 
intention of marrying the waif he had 
rescued from the sea, committed to the care 
of said Jones, and brought up in ragged 
ignorance, innocent of grace or grammar, on 
that lonely shore. Query again, and again, 
and yet again, What the deuce had put the 
idea into Monk's head ; and was there at the 
bottom of it any deeper and more con- 
ceivable motive than the one of ordinary 
affection for a pretty, if uncultivated, chUd ? 

The more Charles Brinkley pondered all 
these questions, the more hopelessly puzzled 
he became. But his curiosity, once roused, 
could not rest. He determined, if possible, 
to get to the midriff of the mystery. So 
intent was he on this object, which fitted in 
beautifully with his natural indolence, that 
he at once knocked off painting for the day, 
and after breakfasting on the fare with which 
Tim had by this time appeared, he strolled 
away towards the sea shore. 

He had not gone far when he saw 
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approaching him a tall figure which he 
seemed to recognize. It came closer, and he 
saw that it was Mr. Monk of Monljshurst. 

This time Monk was on foot. He wore a 
dark dress, with knickerbockers and heavy 
shooting boots, and carried a gun. A large- 
dog, of the species lurcher, foUdwed at his 
heels. 

Brinkley was passing by without any 
salutation when, to his surprise, the other 
paused and lifted his hat. 

" I beg your pardon," he said. "We have 
met once before ; and I think I have to- 
apologize to you for unintentional incivility. 
The fact is — h'm — I mistook you for a — 
vagrant ! I did not know you were a 
gentleman." 

So staggered was the artist with this 
greeting, that he could only borrow the 
vocabulary of Mr. Toots — 

"Oh, it's of no consequence," he said, 
attempting to pass on. 

But the other persevered. 
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" I assure you Mr. , Mr. (I have 

not the pleasure of knowing your name), 
that I had no desire of offending you ; and 
if I did so, I beg to apologize." 

Brinkley looked keenly at the speaker. 
His words and manner were greatly at 
variance with his looks, — even with the tone 
of his voice. Though he smiled and showed 
his teeth, a dark frown still disfigured his 
brow, and his mouth twitched nervously as 
if he were ill at ease. 

Eegarding him thus closely, Biiukley saw 
that he had been somewhat mistaken as to 
his age. He was considerably under forty 
years of age, but his hair was mixed with 
,;grey, and his features strongly marked as 
with the scars of old passions. A handsome 
man, certainly; an amiable one, certainly 
aiot ! Yet he had a peculiar air of power and 
breeding, as of one accustomed to command. 

Curiosity overcame dislike, and the young 
■man determined to receive Mr. Monk's 
overture as amiably as possible. 
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" I dare say it was a mistake," lie said. 
" Gentlemen don't usually travel about in 
caravans." 

"You are an artist, I am informed," 
returned Monk. 

" Something of that sort," was the reply. 
" I paint a little for pleasure." 

"And do you find this neighbourhood 
suit your purpose ? — It is somewhat flat and 
unpicturesque." 

"I rather like it," answered Brinkley. 
" It is pretty in summer; it must be splendid 
in winter, when the storms begia, and the 
uneventful career of our friend William 
Jones is varied by the excitement of wrecks." 

How Monk's forehead darkened 1 But 
his face smiled still as he said — 

"It is not often that shipwrecks occur 
now, I am glad to say." 

" No," said Brinkley, drily. " They used 
to be common enough fifteen years ago." 

Their eyes met, and the eyes of Monk 
were fuU of fierce suspicion. 
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" "Why fifteen years ago, especially ? 

The young man shrugged his shoulders, 

*' I was told only to-day of the loss of one 
great ship, at that time. Matt told me, the 
little foundling. You know Matt, of course 1 " 

" I know whom you mean. Excuse me, 
but you seem to be very familiar with her 
name 1 " 

" I suppose I am," replied the young man. 
" Matt and I are excellent friends." 

Monk did not smUe now ; all his efforts 
to do so were ineffectual. With an expres- 
sion of savage dislike, he looked in Brinkley's 
face, and his voice, though his words were 
still civil, trembled and grew harsh "as 
scrannel pipes of straw." 

"May I ask if you purpose remaining 
long in the neighbourhood ? " 

"I don't know," answered the artist. 
"My time is my own, and I shall stay as 
long as the place amuses me." 

" If I can assist in making it do so, I 
shall be happy, sir." 
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*' Thank you." 

"Do you care for rabbit shooting? If 
fio, there is some sport to be had among 
the sand-hills." 

"I never shoot anything," was the 
reply, " except, I suppose, ' folly as it flies ; ' 
though with what species of firearm that 
interesting sport is pursued," he added, as 
if to himself, " I haven't the slightest idea !" 

" Well, good day," said Monk, with an 
uneasy scowl. If I can be of any service 
to you, command me 1 " 

" And, raising his hat again, he stalked 

away." 

» « « « « 

"Now, what in the name of aU that is 
wonderful, does Mr. Monk of Monkshurst 
mean by becoming so civU ? " 

This was the question the young man 
asked himself, as he strolled away seaward. 
He could not persuade himself that he had 
wronged Monk, that that gentleman was in 
reality an amiable person, instead of a 
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domineering bully ; no, that suggestion 'was 
bontradicted by every expression of th& 
man's baleful and suspicious face. What, 
then, could be the explanation of his sudden 
access of courtesy ? 

An idea! an inspiration! As it flashed 
into his mind, the young man gave vent to 
a prolonged whistle. Possibly, Monk was — 
jealous ! 

The idea was a preposterous one, &nd 
almost amusing. It was not to be con- 
ceived, on the first blush of it, that jealousy 
would make a surly man civil, a sa^aga man 
gentle; it would rather have the contrary 
effect, unless— here Brinkley ^ew thought- 
ful — unl^s his gloomy rival had sonie 
sinister design which he wished to cloak 
with politeness ? 

But jealous of little Matt! Brinkley 
laughed heartily, when he fully realized the 
absurdity of the notion. 

He crossed the sand-hills, and came again 
to the path which he and Matt had followed 
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the previous day. A smart breeze was 
coming in from the sou'-west, and the air 
was fresh and cool though sunny ; but 
clouds were gathering to windward, and the 
weather was evidently broken. Eeaching 
the cliffs, he descended them, and came 
down on the rocks beneath. A long jagged 
point ran out from the spot where he stood, 
and the water to leeward of the same was 
quite calm, though rising and falling in 
strong troubled swells. So bright and 
tempting did it look in that sheltered place, 
that he determined to have a swim. 

He stripped leisurely, and, placing his 
dothes in a safe place, took a header off the 
rocks. It was clear at once that he was a 
powerful swimmer. Breasting the smooth 
swell, he struck out from shore, and when 
he had gone about a hundred yards, floated 
lazily on his back and surveyed the shore. 
, The cliffs were not very high, but their 
forms were finely picturesque. Here and 
there were stiU green creeks, fringed with 
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purple weed; and large shadowy caves, 
hewn roughly in the side of the crags ; and 
tocky islets, covered with slimy weed and 
awash with the lapping water. A little to 
the right of the spot from which he had 
dived, the cliff seemed hollowed out, form- 
ing a wide passage which the sea entered 
with a tramp and a rush and a roar. 

Towards this passage Brinkley swam. 
He knew the danger of such places, for he 
had often explored them both in Cornwall 
and the West of Ireland ; but he had confi- 
dence in his own natatory skill. Approach- 
ing the shore leisurely with strong, slow 
strokes, he paused outside the passage, and 
observed that the sea swell, entering the 
opening, rushed and quickened itself like a 
rapid shooting to the fall, turning at the 
base of the cliff into a cloud of thin prismatic 
spray. Suddenly, through the top of the 
spray, a cloud of rock pigeons emerged, 
winging their flight rapidly along the crags. 

Brinkley knew by the last phenomenon 
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that the spray concealed the entrance of 
some large subterranean cavern. If any 
doubt had remained on his mind, it would 
have been dispelled by the appearance of a 
solitary pigeon, which leaving its com- 
panions, wavered lightly back, flew back 
through the spray with a rapid downward 
flight, and disappeared. 

He was floating a little nearer, with an 
enjoyment deepened by the sense of danger, 
when a figure suddenly appeared on the 
rocks close by him, wildly waving its hands. 

" Keep back ! Keep back ! " cried a voice. 

He looked at the figure, and recognized 
AVUliam Jones. He answered him, but the 
sound of his voice was drowned by the 
roar from the rocks. Then William Jones 
shouted again more indistinctly, and repeated 
his excited gestures. It was clear that he 
was warning the swimmer against some 
hidden danger. Brinkley took the warning, 
and struck out from the shore, and then back 
to the place where he had left his clothes. 
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Watching his opportunity, he found a 
suitable spot and clambered in upon the 
rocks. He had just dried himself and 
thrown on some of his clothes, when he saw 
WiUiam Jones standing near and watching 
him. 

" How are you ? " asked the young man, 
■with a nod. " Pray, what did you mean by 
going on in that absurd way just now 1 " 

" What did I mean ? " repeated William, 
with a little of his former excitement. 
" Look ye, now, I was waving you back 
from the Devil's Cauldron. There's many a 
man been drowned there, and been washed 
away Lord knows where. "I've heerd 
teU," he added solemnly, "they're carried 
right down into the Devil's own kitchen." 

" I'm much obliged to you, Mr. Jones, 
but I'm used to such places, and I think I 
know how to take care of myself." 

William Jones shook his head a little 
angrily. 

"Don't you come here no more, that's 
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all 1 " he said, and muttering ominously ta 
iimself, retired. But he only ascended the 
neighbouring crag, and squatting himself 
there like a bird of ill-omen, kept his eyes 
on the stranger. 

Having dressed himself, Brinkley climbed 
in the same direction. He found William 
seated on the edge of the crag, looking the 
reverse of amiable, and amusing himself by 
throwing stones in the direction of the sea. 

"You seem to know this place well?" 
said the young man, standing over him. 

William Jones replied, without looking up. 

" I ought to ; I were born here. Father 
were bom here. Know it? I wish I 
know'd as well how to make my own 
fortin'." 

"And yet they tell me," observed the 
other, watching him slily, "that William 
Jones of Abertaw has money in the bank, 
and is a rich man ! " 

He saw William's colour change at once, 
but recovering himself at once, the worthy 
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gave a contemptuous grunt, and aimed a 
stone spitefully at a large gull which just 
then floated slowly by. 

" Who told you that ? " he asked, glancing 
quickly up, and then looking down again, 
"Some tomfool, wi' no more sense in un 
than that gull. Eich ? I wish I was, I do ! " 

Brinkley was amused, and a little curious. 
Laughing gaily, he threw himself down by 
William's side. William shifted his seat 
uneasily, and threw another stone. 

"My dear Mr. Jones," said the young 
man, assuming the flippant style which 
Matt found so irritating, "I have oftei) 
wondered how you get your living." 

William started nervously. 

"You are, I believe, a fisherman by 
profession ; yet you never go fishing. You 
possess a boat, but you are seldom seen to 
use it. You are not, I think, of a poetical 
disposition; yet you spend your days in 
watching the water, like a poet, or a person 
in love. I conclude, very reluctantly, that 



TEE DEVIL'S CAULBBON. 139 

your old habits stick to you, and that you 
speculate on the disasters of your fellow 
creatures." 

"What d'ye mean, master?" grunted 
WUliam, puzzled and a little alarmed by 
this style of address. 

"A nice wreck, now, would admirably 
suit your tastes? A well-laden Indiaman, 
smashing up on the reef -yonder, would lend 
sunshine to your existence, and deepen your 
faith in a paternal Providence? Eh, Mr. 
Jones?" 

"I don't know nowt about no wrecks," 
was the reply. " They're no consarn o' 
mine." 

"Ah, but I have heard you lament the 
good old times, when wrecking was a 
respectable occupation, and when there were 
no impertinent coastguards to interfere with 
respectable followers of the business. By 
the way, I have often wondered, Mr. Jones, 
if popular report is true, and if, among these 
cliffs or the surrounding sand-hills, there is 
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buried treasure, cast up from time to time 
by the sea, and concealed by energetic 
persons like yourself? " 

William Jones could stand this no longer. 
Looking as pale as it was possible for so 
rubicund a person to become, and glancing 
round him suspiciously, he rose to his feet. 

" I know nowt o' that," he said. " If 
there is summat, I wish I could find it ; but 
sech things never come the way of honest 
ehaps like me. Good mornin', master ! 
Take a poor man's advice, and don't you 
go swimming no more near the Devil's 
Cauldron!" 

So saying, he walked off in the direction 
of the deserted village. Presently Brinkley 
rose and followed him, keeping him steadily 
in view. From time to time William Jones 
looked round, as if to see whether the 
other was coming ; lingering when Brinkley 
lingered, hastening his pace when Brinkley 
hastened his. As an experiment, Brinkley 
turned and began walking back towards the 
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cliffs. Glancing round over his shoulder, ha 
saw V/illiam Jones had also turned, and was 
walking back, 

" Curibiis ! " he reflected. " The innocent 
onfe is keeping me in view. I have a good 
mind to breathe him ! " 

He struck off from the path, and hastened, 
running rather than walking, towards the 
sand-hills. So soon as he was certain that 
he was followed, he began to run in good 
earnest. To his delight, WUliam began 
running too. He plunged among the sand- 
hills, and was soon engaged busily ruiming 
up and down them, hither and thither. 
From time to time he caught a glimpse of 
his pursuer. It was an exciting chase. 
When he had been engaged in it for half an 
hour, and was almost breathless himself, he 
suddenly paused in one of the deep hollows, 
threw himself down on his back, and lit a 
cigar. A few minutes afterwards, he heard 
a sound as of violent puffing and breathing, 
and the next instant William Jones, panting. 
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gasping, perspiring at every pore, appeared 
above him. 

"How d'ye do, Mr. Jones?" he cried 
gaily. " Come and have a cigar 1 '' 

Instead of replying, William Jones looked 
completely thunderstruck, and after glaring 
feebly do\m and muttering incoherently, 
disappeared as suddenly as he had come. 

Brinkley finished his cigar leisurely, and 
then strolled back to the caravan, 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE SECRET OP THE CAVE. 

The young man of tlie caravan was now 
thoroughly convinced that one of two things 
must be true, either that William Jones had 
been instructed to k^ep a watch upon him, 
or that he, William Jones, had a secret of 
some sort which he was anxious not to have 
revealed. After both suppositions had been 
duly weighed, the second was accepted as the 
most likely ; and it forthwith received the 
young man's consideration. 

If there was a secret, he argued, it was 
in some way connected, firstly, with William 
Jones's worldly prosperity; secondly, with 
the reports current of treasure hidden in 
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times past among the sand-hills or the dan- 
gerous caverns of the sea. Was it possible, 
after all, that those reports were true, and 
that in. some mysterious manner Jones had 
become acquainted with the hiding-place? 
It seemed very improbable for many reasons, 
one of the chief being the man's extreme 
poverty, which appeared to touch the very 
edge of sheer starvation. 

A little inquiry in the neighbourhood, 
however, elicited the information that Jones,, 
despite his abject penury, was certainly well- 
to-do, and had money in the bank of the 
neighbouring market town ; that the ruined 
village of Abertaw belonged almost entirely 
to him ; and that, in short, he was by nature 
and habit a miserly person, who would prefer 
hoarding up whatever he possessed to pur- 
chasing with it the commonest necessaries of 
life. 

An old coastguard, whom Brinkley found 
next day on the station, was his chief in- 
formant. 
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" Don't you believe him, sir," said this old 
salt, " if he tells you he's poor. He's a shark, 
William Jones is, and couldn't own up even 
to his own father. It's my belief he's got 
gold hidden somewheres among them sand- 
hills, let alone what he's got in the savings 
bank. Ah, he's a artful one, is William 
Jones," 

Brinkley had said nothing of his own 
private suspicions, but had merely intro- 
duced in a general way the subject of Jones's 
worldly position. Further conversation 
with Tim, who had made a few straggling 
acquaintances in the district, corroborated the 
other testimony. The young man became 
more and more convinced that William Jones 
was worth studying. 

Matt had not turned up that morning. 
Instead of looking after her, Brinkley took 
another stroU towards the vicinity of the 
Devil's Cauldron. He had not gone far 
before he discovered that he was watched 
again. The figure of William Jones followed 



146 MATT. 

in the distance, but keeping him well in 
view. 

It was certainly curious. 

He walked over to the cliffs and looked 
down at the scene of yesterday's bathing 
adventure. A strong wind was blowing, 
and the waves were surging up the rocks 
with deafening roar and foamy spume. The 
place looked very ugly, particularly near the 
Cauldron. All the passage was churned to 
milky white, and the sound from beneath 
was, to quote an old simile, like the roar 
of innumerable chariots. 

He glanced over his shoulder, and saw 
the head of William Jones eagerly watching, 
the body being hidden behind an intervening 
rock. 

" Strange ! " he reflected. " My predatory 
friend can't keep his treasure, if he possesses 
any, down in that watery gulf. Yet when- 
ever I come near it his manner tells me that 
I am ' warm,' as they say in the game of 
hide and seek." 
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To test the matter a little further he set 
off on a brisk walk along the cliffs, leaving 
the Cauldron behind. He found, as he had 
suspected, that he was no longer followed. 
Eetuming as he came, and resuming his old 
position, he saw William Jones immediately 
re-appear. 

That day he discovered no clue to the 
mystery, nor the next, nor the next again, 
though on each day he went through a 
similar performance. Strange to say. Matt 
had not put in an appearance, and for 
reasons of his own he had thought it better 
not to seek her. 

On the morning of the third day — a dark 
chilly morning after a night of rain — Tim 
put his head into the caravan, where his 
master was seated at his easel, and grinned 
delightedly. 

" Mr. Charles 1 She's come, sor ! " 

" Who the deuce has come ? " cried 
Brinkley. 

" The lady, your honour, to have her 
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picture taken. Will I show her into the 
parlour ? " 

But as he spoke Matt pushed him aside 
and entered. She wore her best clothes, 
but looked a little pale and anxious, Brink- 
ley thought, as he greeted her with a familiar 
nod. 

" So you've come at last ? Tim, get out, 
you rascal. I thought you had given me 
up. 

He assumed a coldness, though he felt it 
not, for he had made up his mind not to 
" encourage " the young person. 

" I couldn't come before — they wouldn't 
let me. But last night William Jones he 
didn't come home, and I broke open the box 
and took out my clothes, and ran straight 
off here." 

Her face fell as she proceeded, for she 
could not fail to notice the coolness of the 
young man's greeting. 

" Well, since you have come, we'll get to 
work," said Brinkley. "It's chilly and 
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damp outside, so we'll remain here in 
slielter." 

Matt took off her hat, and then proceeded 
to divest herself of her coarse jacket, reveal- 
ing for the first time the low-necked silk 
dress beneath. Meantime the young man 
placed the sketch in position. Turning 
presently, he beheld Matt's transformation. 

Old and shabby as the dress was, torn 
here and there, and revealing beneath 
glimpses of coarse stockings and clumsy 
boots, it became her wonderfully. As a 
result of much polishing with soap and 
water her face shone again, and her arms 
and neck were white as snow. Thus attired, 
Matt looked no longer a long shambling 
girl, but a tall, bright, resplendent, young- 
lady. 

It was no use. Brinkley could not con- 
ceal his admiration. Matt's arm alone was 
enough to make a painter wild with delight. 

"Why, Matt, you look positively mag- 
nificent. I had no idea you were so pretty." 



150 MATT. 

The girl blushed with pleasure. 

* « * « « 

The young man worked away for a 
good hour and a half, at the end of which 
time he put the finishing touch to the 
sketch. 

" Finis coronat opus 1 " he cried. " Look, 
Matt I" 

Matt examined the picture with uncon- 
cealed delight. It was herself, a little 
idealized, but quite characteristic, and 
altogether charming. 

"May I take it home?" she asked 
eagerly. 

" I'll get you to leave it a few days 
longer. I must get a frame for it. Matt, 
and then you shall have it all complete. 
Now, let me look at you again," he said, 
taking her by both hands and looking up at 
her sunny face. " Are you pleased ? Will 
you take care of the picture for the painter's 
sake?" 

Matt's answer was embarrassing. She 
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quietly sat down on his knee, and gave him 
a smacking kiss. 

"Matt! Matt!" he cried. "You 
mustn't." 

But she put her warm arm round his 
neck, and rested her cheek against his 
shoulder. 

" I should like to have pretty dresses and 
gold bracelets and things, and to go away 
from William Jones and to stay with you." 

"My dear," said Brinkley, laughing, "you 
couldn't. It wouldn't be proper." 

" Why not ? " asked Matt simply. 

"The world is censoriaas,^ little one. I 
am a young man, you are a young lady. 
We shall have to shake hands soon and say 
good-bye. There, there," he continued, 
seeing her eyes fill with tears, "I'm not 
gone yet. I shall stay as long as I can, 
only — really — ^you must look upon me as 
quite an old fellow. I am awfuUy old, you 
know, compared to you." 

He gently disengaged himself, and Matt 
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sat down on a camp stool close by. Her 
face had grown very wistful and sad, 

"Matt," he said^ anxious to change the 
subject, "tell me something more about 
William Jones." 

" I hate William Jones. I hate everybody 
— but you." 

"Really?" 

"Yes, I do," 

" Well, I feel greatly flattered. But about 
the gentle Jones ? You say he was out all 
last night." 

Matt nodded. 

" He goes out nigh every night," she said, 
" and often don't come home till morning, 
Sometimes he finds things and briugs 'em. 
He finds bits o' gold and old ropes and 
bottles o' rum." 

"Very odd. Where?" 

"He don't teU; J know." 

"I wish you'd tell me. Matt. Do, I 
have a particular reason for wanting the 
information." 
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Matt hesitated. 

" You won't say I told ? William Jonea 
would be downriglit wild, he would." 

" I'll keep the secret faithfully. Now." 

Thus urged. Matt informed her friend 
that on two occasions, out of curiosity, she 
had followed her guardian on his nightly 
pilgrimages, and watched him go in the 
direction of the Devil's Cauldron. On both 
occasions the night was very dark. On 
getting clear of the coastguard station, and 
among the sand-hills, Jones had lighted a 
lantern which he carried. Trembling and 
afraid, she had followed the light along the 
cliffs, then out among the sand-hills. But 
aU at once the light and its bearer had dis- 
appeared into the solid earth, leaving her to 
find her way home in terror. 

The explanation of all this was, in 
Matt's opinion, very simple. William Jones 
was a bad man, and went to "visit the 
fairies." 

"Yes," she cried, "and every time he 
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goes the fairies give him summat, and he 
brings it home." 

"Each time you followed him," asked 
Brinkley, thoughtfully, "he disappeared at 
about the same place ? " 

"Yes," said Matt, "and the light and 

him sunk right down and never come up 

again." 
» • « 9 • 

The result of the information thus com- 
municated was to leave the young man of 
the caravan far more curious than ever. He 
determined to turn the tables on William 
Jones, and to watch his movements, not in 
the daytime, but during the summer night, 
waiting for his appearance in the immediate 
neighbourhood of the Devil's Cauldron. 

The first night he saw nothing — ^it was 
stormy, with wild gusts of rain. The second 
night was equally uneventful Nothing 
daunted, he went for a third and last time, 
and lay in the moonlight on the cliffs, looking 
towards the village. 
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The night was dark and cloudy, but from 
time to time the moon came out with sudden 
brilKance on the sea, which was gently 
stirred by a breeze from the land. 

He waited for several hours. About mid- 
night he rose to go home. As he did so he 
was startled by the sound of oars, and lying 
down perceived a small boat approaching on 
a silver patch of moonlit sea. 

The moon came out, and he saw that the 
occupant of the boat was a solitary man. 

It approached rapidly, making direct for 
the Devil's Cauldron. Lying down on his 
face and peeping over, Brinkley saw it stop 
short just outside the foaming passage, 
while the man stood up, stooped, lifted 
something heavy from the bottom, and 
threw it overboard. Then, after watching 
for a moment a dark object which drifted 
shoreward, right into the Cauldron, he rowed 
away until he reached a sheltered creek close 
to the scene of the swimming adventure. 
Here he ran the boat ashore and leapt out. 
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The next minute Brinkley heard him 
coming up the cliffs. 

Trembling with excitement he lay down 
flat on his face and waited. Presently the 
man emerged on the top of the cliffs, within 
a few yards of Brinkley's hiding-place. 
Just then the moon flashed brightly out, 
and Brinkley recognized him. 

It was William Jones, carrying on his 
shoulders something like a loaded sack, and 
dangling from his left wrist, a horn lantern. 
He looked round once or twice and then 
hurried towards the sand-hills. Brinkley 
followed stealthily. The moon now went 
in, and it became pitch dark. Presently 
Jones paused, set down his load, and lit the 
lantern ; then he hurried on. 

For fifty or sixty yards a coarse carpet of 
green sward covered the cliffs ; then the sand- 
hills began. Passing over the first sand-hill, 
Jones disappeared. Quick as thought the 
young man followed, and, peering over, saw 
the light in the hollow beneath; it rose 
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higher and higher till it reached the top of 
the next sand-hill, where it paused. Crawl- 
ing on hands and knees Brinkley slipped down 
into the hollow, and then crept upward ; half- 
way up the mound he found a huge rock, 
behind which he crouched and peeped. 

As he did so, WiUiam Jones, light in 
hand, seemed to dive down into the solid 
earth and disappear. 

For a minute after the disappearance, 
Charles Brinkley lay as if petrified ; and, 
indeed, he was altogether lost in wonder. 
What had happened ? Had an earthquake 
swallowed the mysterious one, or had he 
tumbled down in a fit? Brinkley waited 
and watched, five minutes had passed, ten 
minutes, and still the light did not re-emerge. 
At last, overcome by his curiosity, Brinkley 
rose, and, stooping close to the ground, crept 
from the rock behind which he had lain con- 
cealed, and crawled across the summit of the 
sand-hill. Suddenly he stopped short, and 
went down on hands and knees, for he now 
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clearly discerned, coming out of tlie solid 
earth or sand, the glimmer of the light. 

It glimmered, then disappeared again. 
Just then the moon came out of her cloud, 
illuminating the hillocks with vitreous rays ; 
and he perceived close by him a dark hole 
opening into the very heart of the hillock. 

He crept closer and looked down, but 
could see nothing. He held his head over 
the hole and listened; all he heard was a 
dull, hollow moaning, like the sound of the 
sea. The light of the moon, however, 
enabled him to perceive that the hole had 
been covered with a loose piece of wood, or 
lid, about four feet square, and with an iron 
ringbolt in the centre, which lid was now 
lying by the side of the opening, ready to 
be replaced. A number of large pieces of 
stone, such as were strewn everywhere about 
the sand-hills, lay piled close by. 

He lay for some time waiting and listening. 
All at once, far behind him, the light glim- 
mered again. Quick as thought he rose and 
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crept away, only just in time ; for he had 
no sooner regained the shelter of the rock,, 
and crouched there watching, than he saw 
the light re-emerge, accompanied by a 
human head; a human body followed, and 
then he clearly discerned William Jones- 
standing in the moonlight without the' 
burthen he had previously carried, and 
holding in his hand a lantern. 

Setting the lantern down, William busied 
himself for several minutes, and finally,, 
having concluded the work on which he was 
engaged, extinguished the light. Then, after 
glancing suspiciously round him on every 
side, he walked rapidly down the sand-hiU,. 
and disappeared in the direction of the sea. 

Not untU he distinctly heard the splash of 
oars, and saw the black silhouette of the boat 
pass out from the shadow of the rock on to- 
the moonlit sea, did Brinkley again begin ta 
stir ; and even then he did so very cautiously,, 
lest his figure should be perceived against 
the moonlight by the lynx-eyed rower. 
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Creeping on hands and knees, he agaia 
crawled to the mysterious spot, and found, 
as he had indeed anticipated, that the hole 
was covered up, and the wooden lid or trap- 
door so carefully covered with stones and 
loose sand as to be completely hidden. 

His first impulse was to displace the 
debris, and at once to explore the mys- 
terious place ; but reflecting that he was 
unprovided with lights of any kind, and 
that the cavity below would most certainly 
be in total darkness, he determined to post- 
pone his visit of inspection until daylight. 
By this time there was no sight or sound of 
the boat. Kising to his feet, he mused. It 
was all very well to talk of returning another 
time, but how was he to find the spot ? The 
sea of sandy hillocks stretched on every side, 
and he knew by experience how diflScult it 
was to distinguish one hUlock from another. 
As to the cairns of loose stones, such cairns 
were nearly as numerous as the hillocks 
themselves. 
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At last he thought of the rock where he 
had first concealed himself. Such rocks 
were numerous, too ; but pulling out his case 
of crayons, he marked the base of the rock 
with a small streak of colour. Finally, 
remembering that the drift sand might cover 
this mark so made, he drew out his penknife, 
and made a large cross in the hard sand. 
Having taken these precautions, he made 
the best of his way down to the cliffs, and 
following the open green sward which fringed 
the crags, made the best of his way home to 
the caravan. 

At daybreak the next day he strolled back 
along the crags, first taking a bird's-eye view 
of the village ; and perceiving no sight of 
Wilham Jones, who had doubtless no sus- 
picion that he would rise so early, he sooq 
found the spot where he had stood overnight, 
watching the approach of the boat ; and first 
reconnoitring the neighbourhood, struck oS 
among the sand-hUls. At first he was guided 
by footprints, but as the sand grew harder. 



1G2 MATT. 

these disappeared. At length, after a some- 
what bewildering search, he found the sand- 
hill he sought, the rock with his mark upon 
it, the cross marked in the ground, and 
finally, the well-concealed mouth of the hole. 

He looked keenly to right and left. No 
one was visible. Stooping down he dis- 
placed the stones and loose sand, and dis- 
closed the trap-door with its iron ring. A 
long pull, a strong pull, and up came the 
trap. Open Sesame 1 Behiad him was a 
dark cavity, with a slanting path descending 
into the bowels of the earth. 

Anxious to lose no time, he squeezed him- 
self through the aperture, and began de- 
scending. While he did so he heard the 
hollow roaring he had heard the night 
before. As he proceeded he drew out a 
box of matches and a candle, which he lit. 
Proceeding cautiously on his back, and re- 
straining himself with his elbows from too 
rapid descent, he found himself surrounded 
not by sand, but by solid rock, and peering 
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downward, saw that he was looking down 
into a large subterranean cave. 

Just beneath him was a flight of steps cut 
in the solid. Descending these carefully, for 
they were slippery as ice, he reached the 
bottom, and found it formed of sea-gravel 
and loose shells, forming indeed a decline 
like the sea-shore itself, to the edge of which, 
filling about half the cavern, the waters of 
the sea crept with a long monotonous moan. 
Approaching the water's edge he saw facing 
him the solid walls of the cliff, but just at 
the base there was an openiog, a sort of slit, 
almost touching the waves at all times, quite 
touching them when the swell rose, and 
through this opening crept beams of day- 
light, turning the waves to a clear malachite 
green. 

The mystery was now clear enough. The 
cave communicated directly with the sea, 
but in such a way as to make an entrance 
for any large object impossible from that 
direction. 
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Turning his back upon the water, and 
holding up the candle, he examined the 
interior. The damp black rocks rose on 
every side, and from the roof hung spongy 
weeds and funguses like those which are to 
be seen in sunless vaults of wine, but piled 
against the inner wall was a hoard of trea- 
sures enough to make a smuggler's mouth 
water or turn a wrecker's brain. 

Puncheons of rum and other spirits, bales 
of wool, planks of mahogany and pine, oars, 
broken masts, coils of rope, tangles of run- 
ning rigging, flags of all nations, and other 
articles such as are used on ship-board; 
swinging tables, brass swinging lamps, 
masthead lanterns, and hammocks ; enough 
and to spare, in short, to fit out a small 
fleet of vessels. Lost in amazement^ 
Brinkley examined this extraordinary hoard, 
the accumulation doubtless of many years. 
All at once his eye fell upon a large canvas 
bag, rotten with age, and gaping open. It 
was as full as it could hold with pieces of 
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gold, bearing the superscription of tlie mint 
of Spain, 

Oh, WUliam Jones 1 William Jones ! 
And all this was yours, at least by right of 
plunder, upon the Queen's sea-way ; all this 
which, turned into cash, would have made a 
man rich beyond the dreams of avarice, was 
the possession of one who lived like a 
miserly beggar, grudged himself and his 
flesh and blood the common necessaries of 
life, and had never been known, from boy- 
hood upward, to give a starving fellow- 
creature so much as a crust of bread, or 
to drop a penny into the poor-box. Oh, 
William Jones ! William Jones ! 

The above reflections belong, not to the 
present writer, but to my adventurous dis- 
coverer, the captain of the caravan. 

As Brinkley proceeded on his tour of 
inspection, he became more and more struck 
with wonder., Nothing- seemed too insigni- 
ficant or too preposterously useless for 
eecretion in that extraordinary ship's 
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cavern. There were mops and brooms, 
there were holy-stones, there were "squee- 
gees," there were canisters of tinned pro- 
visions, there were bags of adamantine 
ship-biscuits, there were sacks of potatoes 
(which esculents, long neglected, had 
actually sprouted, and put forth - leaves), 
there were ringbolts, there were tin mugs, 
and, lastly, mirabile dictu, there were 
books — said books lay pUed on the top of a 
heap of sacks, and were in the last stage of 
mildew and decay. For what purpose had 
they been carried there ? Certainly not to 
form a library, for William Jones could 
not read. As curiosity deepened, Brinkley 
opened some of the forlorn volumes, covered 
with mildew, and full of hideous crawling 
things. Most were in foreign tongues, 
but there were several English novels half 
a century old, and a book of famous 
" Voyages," also in English. Near to them 
were several large paper rolls — ship's charts, 
evidently, and almost falling to pieces. And 
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on the top of the charts was a tiny Prayer- 
book, slime-covered, and dripping wet ! 

What possessed Brinkley to examine the 
Prayer-book I cannot determine, but in after 
years he always averred that it was an in- 
spiration. At any rate, he did open it, and 
saw that the fly-leaf was covered with 
writing, yellow, difficult to decipher, fast 
fading away. But what more particularly 
attracted his attention was a loose piece of 
parchment, fastened to the title-page with 
a rusty pin, and covered also with written 
characters. 

Fixing the candle on a nook in the 
damp wall, he inspected the title-page, 
and deciphered these words : — 

"Christmas Eve, 1864, on board the ship 
Trinidad, fast breaking up on the Welsh 
coast. If any Christian soul should find 
this book and these lines where I place 
them, if they sink not with their bearer 
(on whom I leave my last despairing bless- 
ing) to the bottom of the sea, or if God in 



168 MATT. 

His infinite mercy should spare and save the 
little child " (the book trembled in his hand, 
as he read. The writing went on) : " I cast 
her adrift in her cradle in sight of shore, on 
a little raft made by my own hands. 'Tis a 
desperate hope, but He can work miracles, 
and if it is His will, she may be saved. 
Attached to this holy book are the proofs of 
her poor dead mother's marriage and my 
darling's birth. May she live to inherit my 
name. Signed, Matthew Thorpe Monk, 
Colonel, 15th Cavaby, Bengal." 

The mystery was deepening indeed 1 
At last Brinkley thrust the book and its 
contents into his pocket, and, after one look 
round, took the candle, and made his way 
up the rocks, and out. of the cave. When 
he saw the light of day above him, he blew 
out the light, and crawled up through the 
aperture. Then, standing on the lonely 
sand-hill, he surveyed the scene on every 
side. There was no sign of any living soul. 
Carefully, but rapidly, he returned the 
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trap-door to its place, covered it with tlie 
stones and liberal handfuls of loose sand, 
and walked away, taking care, for tlie first 
hundred yards, to obliterate his footprints as 
he went. 
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CHAPTER X. 

MYSTERIOUS BEHAVIOITE. OP THE YOUNG 
GENTLEMAN. 

About this time Matt noticed a curious 
change come over her artist friend. He 
was more thoughtful, and consequently less 
entertaining. Often when she appeared and 
began chatting to him about aflfairs in which 
she thought he might take some interest, 
she had the mortification not merely of 
eliciting no reply, but of finding that he 
had not heard a word of her conversation. 

Now this style of proceeding would cer- 
tainly have caused her some annoyance, but 
for one compensating fact, which put the 
balance entirely on the other side. It was 
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evident that, despite the change, Brinkley's 
interest in Matt was not lessening, nay, it 
rather seemed to he on the increase, and 
this fact Matt, very woman as she was, was 
quick to perceive. 

Very often, on looking suddenly at him, 
she found his eyes fixed wonderingly and 
sympathetically upon her. She asked him 
on one occasion what he was thinking about. 

" You, Matt," he answered promptly. "I 
was trying to imagine," he continued, seeing 
her blush and hang her head, "how you 
would look in silks and velvets ; got up, in 
fact, like a grand demoiselle. What would 
you say, now, if a good fairy were to find 
you out some day, and were to offer to 
change you from what you are to a fine 
young lady — would you say Yes ? " 

Matt reflected for a moment, then she 
followed her feminine instinct, and nodded 
her head vigorously. 

"Ah ! — ^by the way, Matt, can you read?" 

" Print, not writing." 
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"And write?" 

" Just a bit." 

" Who taught you ? William Jones ? " 

"No, that he didn't. I learned off Tim 
Penscra down village. William Jones, he 
can't read and he can't write ; no more can 
William Jones's father." 

"This last piece of information set the 
young man thinking so deeply that the rest 
of the interview became rather dull for 
Matt. When she rose to go, however, he 
came out of his abstraction, and asked her 
if she would return on the following day., 

" I don't know — p'raps ! " she said. 

" Ah," returned the young man, assuming 
his flippant manner, "you find me tedious 
company, I fear. The fact is, I am gener- 
ally affected in this manner in the present 
state of the moon. But come to-morrow. 
Matt. Your presence does me good." 

However, the next day passed, and the 
next again, and there was no sign of Matt. 
He began to think that the child had taken 



MTSTE2I0US BEEAVIOUB. 173 

offence, and that he would have to seek 
her in her own home, when her opportune 
appearance prevented the journey. He was 
taking his breakfast one morning inside the 
caravan, when he suddenly became conscious 
that Matt was standing outside watching 
him. 

" Oh, you are there, are you ? " he said 
coolly. " Come in and have some breakfast. 
Matt." 

He rose negligently, went to the door, 
and held forth his hand ; Matt took it, gave 
one spring, and landed iuside the vehicle. 

"Tim, another knife and fork for the 
young lady — some more eggs and milk ; in 
fact, anything you've got ! " said Brinkley, 
as he placed a seat for Matt at the little 

table. 

Tim gave a grunt of dissatisfaction. This 
"bold colleen," as he called her, was be- 
coming too much for him ; but he perforce 
obeyed his master's commands. Matt sat 
down and ate with an appetite; Brinkley 
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played negligently with his knife, and 
watched her, 

" It is two days since you were here. 
Matt," said he. " I was seriously thinking 
of coming to look for you. Why wouldn't 
you come before 1 " 

" 'Twasn't that ! " said Matt. " I couldn't." 

"Couldn't? Why?" 

"Why, he wouldn't let me, William 
Jones. He says he'll smash mo if I come 
here and talk to you." 

As Matt spoke, her bosom heaved and her 
eyes flashed fire. 

"He ain't at home to-day," she said, in 
answer to the young man's query concerning 
the ex- wrecker; "he's gone up to market 
town, and won't be back before night." 

As Brinkley looked at her, a sudden 
thought seemed to strike him. 

"Matt," he said, "you and I will go 
wreck-hunting this afternoon; that is, if 
you've no objection." 

She certainly had none : wherever he 
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went she seemed willing to follow. In a 
very little while the two had started off. It 
was Brinkley who led this time. Matt walking 
along beside him like a confiding child. 

"By the way. Matt," he said presently, 
" you told me once of treasures being hidden 
amongst the sand-hills. Did anybody 'ever 
find any ? " 

" Not that I know on." 
" William Jones, for instance ? " 
" No. Leastways, I don't know." 
"Well, what would you say, Matt, if I 
told you that / had found one ? " 
"IfyouV 

"Yes. I wonder if you can keep a 
secret ? Yes, on reflection I think you can. 
Now, before we go any farther, Matt, first 
you place your hand in mine, and promise 
never to mention until I give you permission 
what I am about to confide in you." 
Matt's curiosity was aroused. 
"AH right," she replied eagerly, "/shan't 
tell." 
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"Very good," replied Brinkley. "We 
will now proceed." 

They passed on amongst the sand-hills, 
and came to the entrance of the cave. 
Brinkley removed the stones and sand from 
the hole, and entered. Breathless with 
curiosity, Matt followed. They reached the 
bottom. Brinkley struck a light, and pointed 
out to her all the wonderful treasures which 
the cave contained. It was such a surprise 
to the girl that for a time she could do 
nothing but stare and stare in speechless 
wonder. Whistling gaily, Brinkley turned 
about the casks of rum and brandy, and 
thrust his hands into the bags,' and let the 
gleaming gold slip through his fingers. 

Matt's amazement turned into awe. 

"Don't," she said, in a fearful whisper.; 
" it belongs to the fairies." 

Brinkley laughed. 

"It belongs to a very substantial fairy. 
Matt ; but I don't thiuk that to-day I will 
mention that fairy's name. Did you ever 
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see so mucli money in all your life before, 
Matt?" 

She shook her head, but her eyes were 
still fixed upon the gold. 

"I see," observed Brinkley flippantly, 
"the sight of that gold fascinates you. 
Well, so it did me at first; but you see 
what use does. I can regard it now with 
comparative calmness. However, I have a 
particular wish to accustom you to the sight 
of wealth ; therefore I shall bring you here 
and show you this now and again. Come, 
Matt, tell me what you would do if you 
were very rich — if aU this flotsam and 
jetsam, in fact, belonged to you." 

Without the slightest hesitation Matt 
replied — 

" I should give it to you — leastways, half 
of it." 

" Ah ! the reply is characteristic, and 
clearly shows you are not at present fitted 
to become the possessor of riches. But I 
shall bring you to the proper state of mind 

N 
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in time, no doubt. The next time I ask 
you a similar question you will propose to 
give me a third, the next an eighth, and so 
on, until you will finally come to a proper 
state of mind, and decline to give me any 
at all. And now that I have made you the 
sharer of my secret, we will go." 

They left the cave once more, and made 
their way back across the sand-hills, Brinkley 
pausing to obliterate their footprints as they 
went. When they had proceeded some 
distance he paused, and took the girl's hand. 

" Good-bye, Matt," said he. " If it wasn't 
for that promised thrashing, I should cer- 
tainly see you home." 

"Then do," returned Matt. "I don't 
care if he does smash me ! " 

" Probably not ; but I do. It would be 
an episode in your career which it would not 
be pleasant to reflect upon — ^therefore, good- 
bye, Matt, and— and God bless you, my 
girll" 

He gave her a fatherly salute upon the 
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forehead; a bright flush overspread her 
cheek as she bounded away. Brinkley 
■watched her until she was out of sight, 
then he turned, and strolled quietly on in 
the direction of the caravan. 

"It's a strange game," he said, "and 
requires careful playing. I wonder what my 
next move ought to be ? " 

He thought very deeply, but when he 
reached the caravan he found he had come 
to no definite conclusion as to his plans. 
He therefore partook cheerfully of the repast 
which Tim had prepared for him ; and after 
he had smoked a couple of pipes in the open 
air, he retired to rest. 

The next morning he began pondering 
again. 

" I have got my trump card," he said to 
himself, " but how to play up to it 1 I have 
a splendid hand, but it will want skilful 
playing if I am to win the game. One 
false move would do for me, for my op- 
ponents are crafty as foxes, and they are 
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two against one. What is my right move, 
I wonder? I wish some good fairy would 
guide me I " 

He took out his pipe, which was his usual 
consoler, and smoked whUe he took a few 
turns on the green sward outside the caravan. 

Suddenly an idea struck him. 

"I think I'll pay a domiciliary visit to 
Mr, Monk," he said. " I can meet him now 
on pretty equal terms. If I hint a few 
things to him, the amiable gentleman may 
think of becoming just." 

He called up Tim, and sent him on some 
trivial errand down to the village. As soon 
as he was weU out of the way, Brinkley 
entered the caravan, produced some papers 
from the inner pocket of his coat, and locked 
them up securely in his trunk. 

" So far so good," he said. " My amiable 
friend may not be in an amiable mood, and 
I don't wish him to get any advantage of 
mel" 

He did not even take with him the key of 
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the box, but having attached to it a smalf 
piece of paper, on which were some written 
instructions, he hid it in the caravan, and 
started oflf upon his journey. 

It was a dark, gloomy morning, giving 
every promise of coming storms. As he 
passed through the wood which surrounded 
Monkshurst House, the wind whistled softly 
among the trees, making a moan like the 
sound of human voices. 

" A gloomy place," said Brinkley ; " a fit 
residence for such as he. Any dark deed 
might be committed here, and who would 
know?" 

The path which he followed was a neg- 
lected carriage-drive, strewn with stones, 
overgrown with weeds, and bordered on 
either side by the thick trees of the forest. 
Presently the trees parted, and he came in 
view of the house. 

A large gloomy-looking building, as neg- 
lected as the woodland in the centre of which 
it stood. It seemed as if only part of it was 



182 MATT. 

inhabited, and the large garden at its back 
was unprotected by any wall, and full of 
overgrown fruit trees. 

The door was opened by a grim elderly 
woman. He inquired for Mr. Monk, and 
was informed that he was at home. The 
next minute he was standing in a lonely 
library, where the owner of the house was 
busy writing. Monk rose, and the two 
stood face to face. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

BURIED ! 

It is not my purpose to describe the inter- 
view which took place between my hero and 
Mr. Monk. Suffice it to say that when the 
young man again emerged from the gloomy 
shadows of the dwelling there was a curious 
smile upon his face, while Mr. Monk, who 
had followed him to the door, and watched 
his retreating figure, wore a horrible expres- 
sion of hatred and fear. 

No sooner had he disappeared than Monk 
left the house also, and, following a footpath 
through the woods, made straight for 
WUliam Jones's cottage. Entering uncere- 
moniously, he found that worthy seated 
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beside the hearth. Without a word he 
rushed upon him, seized him by the 
throat, and began pummelling his head 
upon the wall. 

The attack was so sudden that for several 
minutes William Jones offered no resistance 
whatever. Indeed, so passive was he, and 
so violent was the rage of his opponent, that 
there was every prospect of his head being 
beaten to a jelly. Presently, however; 
Monk's fury abating, his unfortunate victim 
was allowed to pick himself up. He sat 
and stared before him, whUe Monk, looking 
like the Evil One himself, glared savagely in 
his face. 

" You villain 1 You accursed, treacherous 
scoundrel ! " he said. " Tell me what you've 
done, or I'U kiU you ! " 

But WUHam Jones was unconscious of 
having done anything, and he said as much, 
whereupon Monk's fury seemed about to rise- 
again. 

"Mr. Monk," cried William Jones, irr 
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terror, "look ye now, tell me. what's the 
matter ? " 

" I mean you to tell me what you have 
been hiding from me all these years. Some- 
thing came ashore with that child — some- 
thing that might lead to her identity, and 
you have kept it, thinking to realize money 
upon it, or to have me in your power. What 
means it 1 Speak, or I'U strangle you ! " 

But William Jones was evidently unable 
to speak, being perfectly paralyzed with 
fear. Monk stretched forth his hands to 
seize him again, when the old man, who had 
been a horrified spectator of all this, 
suddenly broke in with — 

" Look ye, now, I know there was summat. 
It were a leetle book, stuffed in the front of 
her frock ! " 

" A book ! " returned Monk, eagerly ; 
" and what did you do with it ? TeU me 
that, you old fool ! Did you burn it ? " 

" Bum it 1 " exclaimed the other. " No, 
mister ; we don't burn nothin', William and 
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me. You know where you put it, William 
dear, in the old place." 

"Then curse you for an avaricious old 
devil," thundered Monk. "The book has 
been stolen — do you hear ! — stolen by that 
young painter 1 " 

He could say no more, the effect of his 
words upon William Jones was electrical. 
He gave one wild shriek, and began tearing 
his hair. It now became his turn to moan 
and rave, and for some time nothing cohe- 
rent could be got from him. 

At length, however, Monk gathered that 
there was some secret hiding-place which 
Brinkley had discovered. 

" I thought his poking and prying meant 
summat," moaned AVilliam Jones. "I 
fancied, too, I seen marks i' the sand, but I 
never could find no one near, and I thought 
they was my own marks. Oh, what will 
come to me ! I'm ruined ! " 

" Curse your foUy ! " exclaimed Monk, 
" you've brought it all on yourself by your 
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own greed, and you don't deserve I should 
help you ; but I will help you ! Listen, 
then 1 It is clear that this young man 
has possessed himself somehow of your 
secret and mine. But from what he said 
to me, I fancy he has not as yet divulged 
it to a single soul. He is the only human 
being we have to fear. We must cease to 
fear him. Do you understand?" 

No, WHliam Jones did not understand ; 
80 in order to make his meaning clear, Mr. 
Monk drew him out from the cottage, and 
whispered something in his ear. William 
Jones turned as white as death, and began 
to tremble all over. 

"I couldn't do it, sir," he moaned. 
" Look ye now — I couldn't do it 1 " 

Monk stamped his foot impatiently ; then 
he turned to his frightened victim. 

"Listen to me, William Jones. You 
ought to know by this time that I have 
both the power and determination to eflfect 
my ends. Continue to oppose me, and play 
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the fool, and all that power shall be used 
against you. Do you hear 1 I will ruin, 
you ! I will hand you over to the authori- 
ties as a thief — I will have you tried for 
concealing the papers which might have 
proved the identity of the child found 
washed ashore fifteen years ago I Do you 
hear?" 

Mr. Monk evidently knew the nature of 
the man with whom he had to deal, for 
after a little more conversation William 
Jones, cowering like a frightened child, 
promised implicit obedience. 

"Now, then," said Monk, when he had 
brought matters to a satisfactory termina- 
tion, "you will show me this hiding-place 
of yours." 

To this William Jones at first objected, 
but Monk was firm. 

" Who knows," said he, " but there may 
be other things having reference to the child? 
I mean to see for myself. Now, William 
Jones." 
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So William Jones, seeing that resistance 
would be useless, promised to conduct his 
friend to the cave ; and after a good deal of 
hesitation and of continued show of un- 
willingness on William Jones's part, the two 
men started off. 

When they drew near to the cave, William 
Jones gave a cry, and pointed to the sand. 
Looking down, Monk clearly saw foot- 
prints. They followed them, and found 
that they led right to the mouth of the 
cave. 

" It's standing open ! " cried William 
Jones, as he pointed down with trembling 
finger. 

" Follow me ! " said Monk, crawling down 
into the hole. 

Jones followed in terror. 

As he reached the path below, he heard 
a sharp cry, and looking down saw, by the 
dim light of a candle stuck in the wall, 
Brinkley struggling helplessly in the power- 
ful grip of Monk. He had been sprung 
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upon from behind, and was helpless through 
a sort of garotte. 

Horrified and trembling, William Jones 
was rooted to his place. 

Suddenly he saw the young man fall back- 
ward lifeless, and, with one last gasp, lie 
perfectly stiU. Monk stooped over him, and 
looked into his face. 

" Oh, Mr. Monk ! " cried William, " is he 
—is he " 

" He is dead," was the reply. " So much 
the better." 

As he spoke, he bent down and searched 
the young man's pockets. His brow black- 
ened, for he did not find what he sought. 
Then he took the light from the wall, and 
held it close to Brinkley's eyes. 

Satisfied that he did not breathe, he 
climbed up the path and rejoined his trem- 
bling companion. They passed out of the 
place, hurriedly replaced the trap-door, and 
piled on sand and stones. 

" There I " said Monk, with a wild smile 
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on his deadly pale face. " He won't trouble 
either of us again. Come, come ! " 

And he strode hastily away, followed by 
Wniiam Jones, leaving the young man of 
the caravan in the subterranean tomb. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

WILLIAM JONES IS SERIOUS. 

The two men walked together through the 
■darkness as far as the door of William Jones's 
hut ; then they parted. Mr. Monk struck 
across the sand-hills towards his own home, 
while Jones entered the doorway of his 
■cabin. 

He would fain have found that cabin 
■empty, for the memory of that last scene in 
the cave was still upon him, and made him 
as nervous as a child. But the old man 
was there, and wide-awake, and evidently 
pleased at his son's return. 

" Where have you been, William dear 1 " 
said he. The question was innocent enough 
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in itself, but it was full of hidden meaning 
for William Jones. 

" Where have I been ? " he repeated ; " at 
work to be sure ! " 

The tone of his reply startled the old man. 
He looked up, and saw to his amazement 
that William was as white as a ghost, and 
trembling violently. 

"What's the matter, William, dearl" he 
asked eagerly. " Have ye seen a wreck, my 
son ? " 

" No, I ain't 1 " responded his son vio- 
lently ; " and look ye now, old 'un, you jest 
be quiet, and let me alone, that's aU ! " 

The old man, knowing his son's temper, 
did as he was told, and William began to 
potter aimlessly about the room. He was 
certainly trembling very much, and was 
almost overcome with a nervousness for 
which he himself could not account. For he 
was no coward. To get possession of a prize 
on the high seas he would have faced a storm 
which might well make brave men tremble. 
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not to mention that he knew that he had on 
more than one occasion humanely hastened 
the end of shipwrecked sailors, whom he had 
found and pillaged on the shore. After 
these acts he had been able to sleep the sleep 
of virtue without being haunted by dead 
men's eyes. But now the case was different. 
He had not to deal with a victim without 
friends, a man whose body, described as that 
of a " shipwrecked mariner," could be buried 
and forgotten without any more ado. In 
all probability there would this time be a 
hue and cry, and William Jones trembled 
lest his share in the ghastly business might 
ultimately be discovered. 

True, he was not actually the culprit, and 
so, even at the worst, he might escape the 
gallows — but to a man of his sensitive and 
affectionate nature the thought of transporta- 
tion was not pleasant. It was this that 
made him nervous — this that made him 
start and tremble at every sound. 

Presently a thought struck him. 
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*' Where's Matt ? " lie asked. 

"Don't know, William, dear; she ain't 
been here for hours and hours. Maybe 
she's on the shore." 

" Maybe she is. I'll go and have a look," 
returned William. 

It must not be supposed for a moment 
that William Jones had become afflicted with 
a sudden and tender interest in Matt — ^he 
merely wanted to get quit of the cabin, that 
was aU, and he saw in this a reasonable 
excuse for walking out alone. He accord- 
ingly made his escape, and went wandering 
off along the shore. 

It was ten o'clock when he returned ; he 
was still pale, and drenched to the skin. 
The old man was dozing beside the fire, and 
alone. 

"Where's Matt ? " asked William again. 

"Ain't you seen her, William, dear ? Well, 
she ain't here." 

William Jones did look a little uneasy 
this time, and it is but due to him to confess 
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that his uneasiness was caused by Matt'a 
prolonged absence. Erratic as she was in 
her movements, she had not been accus- 
tomed to staying out so late, especially on 
a night when the rain was pouring, and not 
a glimmer of star or moon was to be seen. 

" Wonder what she's doin' of 1 " said 
William; "suppose I'd best wait up for 
her.. Here, old man, you go to bed, d'ye-. 
hear — you ain't wanted anyhow." 

The old man accordingly went to bed, and 
Wilham sat up to await Matt's return. 
He sat beside the hearth, looked into the. 
smouldering fire, and listened to the rain 
as it poured down steadily upon the roof. 
Occasionally he got up, and went to the^ 
door ; he could see nothing, but he heard the- 
patter of the falling rain, and the low dreary 
moan of the troubled sea. 

Hour after hour passed, and Matt did 
not come. William Jones began to doze by 
the fire — then he sank into a heavy sleep. 

He awoke with a start, and found that 
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it wa3 broad daylight. The fire was out, 
the rain had ceased to fall, and the morn- 
-ing sun was creeping in at the windows. 
He looked round, and saw that he was still 
alone. He went into Matt's room — it was 
empty. She had not returned. 

He was now filled with vague uneasiness. 
He made up a bit of fire, and was about 
to issue forth again in search of the truant, 
when all further trouble was saved him — 
the door opened, and Matt herself appeared. 

She seemed almost as much disturbed as 
William Jones himself. Her face was very 
pale, her hair wUd, her dress in great dis- 
order. She started on seeing him; then, 
assuming rather a devU-may-care look, she 
lounged in. 

"You're up early, William Jones," she 
said. 

" Yes, I am up early," he replied gruffly ; 
" 'cause why ? — 'cause I aiu't been to bed. 
And where have you been ? — jest you tell 
me that." 
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" Why, — I've been out, of course 1 " re- 
turned the girl defiantly. 

" That won't do. Matt," returned William 
Jonea. " Come, you'll jest tell me where 
you've been. You ain't been out all night 
for nothing." 

The girl gave him a look half of defiance, 
half of curiosity; then she threw herself 
down, rather than sat, upon a chair. 

" I'm tired, I am," she said ; " and hungry, 
and cold ! " 

"Will you tell me where you've been. 
Matt ? " cried William Jones, trembling with 
suspicious alarm. 

" 'Course I wUl, if you keep quiet," said 
the girl in answer. " There ain't much to tell 
neither. I were away along to Pencroes 
when the heavy rain came on, then I lay 
down behind a haystack and fell asleep, and 
when I woke up it was daylight, and I came 
home." 

William Jones looked at her steadfastly 
and long ; then, as if satisfied, he turned 
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away. About an hour later he left the hut 
and walked along the shore, straining his 
eyes seaward. But instead of looking stead- 
fastly at one spot, as his custom was, he 
paused now and again to gaze uneasUy about 
him. At every sound he started and turned 
pale. In truth, he was becoming a veritable 
coward — afraid almost of the sound of his 
own footsteps on the sanda. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE CAEAVAN DISAPPEARS. 

Several days passed away, during whicli 
William Jones showed a strange And. signifi- 
cant afiection for his own fireside. He went 
out a little in the sunlight; but directly 
night came he locked and barricaded the 
door as if against thieves, and declined, on 
any inducement, to cross the threshold. 
Even had a three-decker gone ashore in 
the neighbourhood, he would have thought 
twice before issuing forth into the dreaded 
darkness. 

For William Jones was genuinely afraid ; 
his hereditary calm of mind was shaken, not 
80 much with horror at a murderous deed, as 
with consternation that his lifelong secret 
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had been discovered by one man, and might, 
sooner or later, be discovered by others. 
He did not put implicit faith even in Monk ; 
it was his nature to trust nobody where 
money was concerned. 

As to returning to the cave until he had 
quite recovered his equanimity, that was 
out of the question. Even by daylight he 
avoided the spot with a holy horror. Only 
in his dreams, which were dark and troubled, 
did he visit it, — to see the face of the 
murdered man in the darkness, and the 
hand of the murdered man pointing at him 
with cold, decaying finger. 

The day after the murder he had been 
greatly unsettled by a visit from Tim 
Lenney, who demanded news of his master, 
and said that he had not returned to the 
caravan all night. Tim seemed greatly 
troubled, but gave vent to no very violent 
ebullitions of grief. When he was gone 
Matt sat by the fireside, and looked long 
and keenly at William Jones. 
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" "VVliat are you staring at ? " cried he, 
fidgeting uneasily under her gaze. 

" Nowt," said Matt ; " I were only won- 
dering " 

"Then don't go wondering," exclaimed 
the good man rather inconsistently. " You 
mind your own business, and don't be a 
fool 1 " 

And he turned testily and gazed at the 
fire. But Matt, whose eyes were full of a 
curious light, was not to be abashed. 

" Ain't you well, William Jones ? " she 
asked. 

" I'm well enough, — I am." 

" It's queer, ain't it, that the painter chap 
never come home ? " 

" How should I know?" growled William. 
" Maybe he's gone back to where he come 
from." 

" Or maybe he's drownded ? Or maybe 
summat else has happened to himl" sug- 
gested Matt. 

" Never you mind him, my gal. He's all 
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riglit, never fear. And if he ain't, it's no 
aflfair o' yours, or mine neither. You go 
along out and play." 

Matt went out as directed, and it was 
some hours before she returned. She found 
her guardian seated m his old place by 
the fire, looking at vacancy. He started 
violently as she entered, and made a clutch 
at the rude piece of ship's iron which served 
as a poker. 

" Be it you. Matt 1 Lor', how you startled 
me 1 I were — I were — taking a doze." 

" I've been up yonder," said Matt. 

" Up wheer 1 " 

" Up to the painter chap's cart. He ain't 
come back ; and the man's searchin' for him 
all up and down the place." 

Fortunately it was very dark, so that she 
could not see the expression of her hearer's 
face. She walked to the fireplace, and, 
taking a box of lucifers from a ledge, began 
to procure a light, with the view of igniting 
the rushlight fixed to the table. But in a 
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moment "William blew out the match, and 
snatched the box from her. 

"What are you doin' of?" he cried. 
" "Wasting the matches, as if they cost nowt. 
You'U come to the workus, afore you're 
done." 

The days passed, and there was no news 
of the absent man. Every day Matt went 
up to the caravan to make inquiries. At 
last, one afternoon, she returned looking 
greatly troubled ; her eyes were red, too, as 
if she had been crying. 

" What's the matter now ? " demanded 
"William, who had left his usual seat and 
was standing at the door. 

"Nowt," said Matt, wiping her eyelids 
with the back of her hand. 

"Don't you tell no lies. You've heerd 
summat ? Stop I AVhat's that theer under 
your arm ? " 

All at once he had perceived that she 
carried a large roll of something wrapped in 
brown paper. He took it from her, and 
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opened it nervously. It was the crayon 
portrait of herself executed by the defunct 
artist. 

" Who ga.ve you this here ? " cried William 
Jones, trembling more than ever. 

" Tim." 

" Who's /lef" 

" Him as come looking arter his master. 
The painter chap ain't found ; and now 
Tim's goin' away in the cart to tell his 
friends. And he give me this — my pictur' ; 
he give me it to keep. His master said I 
were to have it ; and I mean to keep it now 
he's dead 1" 

William Jones handed back the picture, 
and seemed relieved, indeed, when it was 
out of his hands. 

"Dead?" he muttered, not meeting Matt's 
eyes, but looking right out to sea. " Who 
told you he were dead ? " 

Matt did not reply, but gazed at William 
BO long and so significantly, that the good 
man, conscious of her scrutiny, turned and 
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plunged into the darkness of his dwell- 
ing. 

An hour later a loud voice summoned him 
forth. He went to the door, and there was 
Monk of Monkshurst. It was the first time 
they had met since they parted on the night 
of the murder. Monk was dressed in a 
dark summer suit, and looked unusually 
spick and span. 

" Where's the girl ? " he cried, after a 
whispered colloquy of some minutes. "Matt, 
where are you ? " 

In answer to the call Matt appeared at the 
door. No sooner did she perceive Monk than 
ehe trembled violently, and went very paJe. 

"Come here, Matt," he said with an 
insinuating smile. " See ! I've brought 
something for you — something pretty for 
you to wear." 

As he spoke he drew from his waistcoat 
pocket a small gold ring, set with turquoise 
stones. But Matt still trembled, and shrank 
away. 
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" I don't want it ! — I sha'n't wear it," she 
cried. 

" Nonsense, Matt ! " said Monk. " Why, 
it's a ring fit for a lady. Come, let me put 
it on your finger." 

So great seemed her agitation, so deep 
her dread of him, that she could not stir ; 
so that when he approached, laughing, and 
caught her round the waist, he slipped the 
ring on her finger before she could resist. 
But it only remained there a moment. With 
a quick, sharp cry, she tore herelf free, and, 
taking the ring off, threw it right away from 
her upon the sand. Then, with a wild 
gesture of fear and loathing, she rushed into 
the cottage. 

William Jones walked over and picked up 
the ring, while Monk stood scowling darkly 
after the fugitive. 

" What the devil ails the girl ? " cried the 
latter, with a fierce oath, pocketing the 
present. 

"I dunno. She's never been the same 
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since — since the painter chap went missing. 
I'm afeerd he turned the gal's head." 

"He'll turn no more heads," muttered 
Monk under his breath; then added aloud 
and with decision, " There must be an end 
to this. She must be married to me at 
once." 

" Do you mean it, master 1 When you 
spoke on it fust I thought you was joking.'* 

" Then you were a fool for your pains. 
She's old enough, and bold enough, and 
vixenish enough ; but I'll tame her. I tell 
you there must be no more delay. My 
mind's made up, and I'U wait no longer." 

Sinking their voices they continued ta 
talk together for some time. Now Matt 
was crouching close to the threshold, and 
had heard every word of the above conver- 
sation, and much that followed it. When 
Monk walked away and disappeared, leaving 
William Jones ruminant at the broken gate, 
she suddenly reappeared. 

Curiously enough all her excitement had 
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departed. Instead of weeping or protesting, 
she looked at William Jones — and laughed. 

Monk had left his horse at the coastguard 
station. Kemounting, he rode rapidly away 
through the sand-hills in the direction of the 
lake. As he approached the spot of the old 
encampment, he saw that the caravan had 
gone. 

He rode on thoughtfully tUl he gained 
the highway, when he put his horse into a 
rapid trot. Just before he gained the gate 
and avenue near to which he had first 
encountered Brinkley, he saw the caravan 
before him on the dusty road. 

He hesitated for a moment ; then hurried 
rapidly forward, and, arriving close to the 
vehicle, saw the Irishman's head looking 
round at him from the driver's seat. He 
beckoned, and Tim pulled up. 

" Has your master returned ? I am 
informed that he has been missing for some 
days." 

Tim shook his head very dolefully. 
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" No, sor 1 sorra sight have I seen of him 
for three days and three nights. I'm going 
back wid the baste and the house, to tell his. 
friends the bad news. Maybe it's making 
fun of me he is, and I'll find him somewhere 
on the road." 

"I hope you wiU," said Monk sympa- 
thetically. "I think — hum — ^it is quite 
possible he has, as you suggest, wandered 
homeward. Good-day to you." 

So saying, Monk turned off by the gate 
which they had just reached, and rode away 
up the avenue. 

Tim looked after him till he disappeared. 
Then the same curious change came over 
him which had come over Matt after she 
had been listening to the colloquy between 
Monk and William Jones, 

He laughed I 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A BRIDAL PAETY AND A LITTLE SURPRISE. 

A WEEK passed away. The shadow of the 
caravan no longer fell on the green meadow 
by the lake, and the straggling population 
of Aberglyn, unsuspicious of foul play, had 



already forgotten both the caravan and the 
owner. 

And if facts were to be taken into con- 
sideration in estimating the extent of her 
memory, Matt too had forgotten. It was 
common talk now, that she, the gram- 
marless castaway, the neglected proteg4e 
of William Jones, was to be married to the 
master of the great house ! Nay, the very 
day was fixed ; and that very day was only 
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two sunrises distant ; and Monk of Monks- 
liurst had in his pocket a special license, 
■which, he had procured, at an expenditure 
■of five pounds, from London. 

Doubtless, in any other more populous 
locality the affair would have occasioned no 
little scandal, and many ominous shakings 
of the head ; but the inhabitants were few 
and far between, and had little or no time 
for idle gossiping. The coastguardsmen and 
their wives were the only individuals who 
exhibited any interest, and even their ex- 
citement was faint and evanescent, like the 
movements of a fish in a shallow and un- 
wholesome pool. 

But the really extraordinary part of the 
whole affair was the conduct of Matt herself. 
Apparently quite cured of her former re- 
pugnance to a union with Monk, she made 
no objection whatever to the performance 
of the ceremony, and laughed merrily when 
she was informed that the day was fixed. 
Monk, in his grim, taciturn way, was 
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jubilant. He came to and fro constantly, 
and assumed tlie manners of a lover. Ha(J 
he been less bent on one particular object 
two things might have struck him as 
curious : — (1) That Matt, though she had 
consented to marry him, steadfastly refused 
to wear his ring, or accept any other 
presents ; and (2) that she still shrunk, with 
persistent and iU-disguised dislike, from his 
caresses. 

It was now late in the month of August, 
and the weather was broken by troublous^ 
■winds and a fretful moon. For several 
weeks William Jones, in his mortal terror, 
had refrained from visiting the cave; he 
had never set his foot therein, indeed, since 
the night of the assassination. At last he 
could bear the suspense no longer. Suppose 
some one else had discovered his treasure, 
and robbed him? Suppose some subter- 
ranean change had obliterated the land- 
marks or submerged the cavern! Suppose 
a thousand dreadful things 1 Tired of miser- 
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able supposition, William determined, despite 
his terror, to make sure. 

So late one windy and rainy night he 
stole forth with his unlit lantern, and fought 
his way in the teeth of half a gale to the 
familiar place, which he found, however, 
with some little difficulty. He was neither 
superstitious nor imaginative, but through- 
out the journey he was a prey to nameless 
terrors. Every gust of wind went through 
his heart like a knife ; every sound of wind 
or sea made that same heart stop and listen. 
Only supreme greed and miserly anxiety 
led him on. But at last he gained the cave, 
within which there was a sound as of 
clashing legions, clarions shrieking, drums 
beating, aU the storm and stress of the 
awful waters clashing on the cliffs without, 
and boiling with unusual screams through 
the black slit between the cave and the 
Devil's Cauldron. 

Trembling, with perspiration standing in 
great beads on his face, he searched the 
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cave for the corpse of the murdered man, 
expecting to find it well advanced in de- 
composition. Strange to say, however, it 
had disappeared. 

Wilham Jones was at once relieved and 
alarmed; relieved because he was spared 
a horrible experience ; alarmed because he 
could not account for the disappearance. 

A little reflection, however, suggested 
that one of those tidal waves so common on 
the coast might have arisen well up into the 
cavern, washed away the body from its 
place on the shingle, and carried it away 
in the direction of the Cauldron. 

"In which case," he reflected, "them 
coastguard chaps would find it some day 
among the rocks or on the shore, and think 
it had been drowned in the way of natur'." 

Satisfied that everything else was undis- 
turbed, he retired as hastily as possible, 
sealed up the entrance to the cavern, and 
ran hastily home. 

The morning of the marriage came — a 
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fine sunny morning. An open dog-cart 
belonging to Monk, and driven by one of 
his servants, stood at William Jones's door, 
and close to it a light country cart, borrowed 
by William Jones himself from a neighbour- 
ing farmer. The population, consisting of 
an aged coastguardsman, two coastguards- 
men's wives, and half-a-dozen dejected 
children, crowded in front of the cottage. 

The bridegroom, attired in decent blacky 
with a flower in his button-hole, stood wait- 
ing impatiently in the garden. Despite the 
festive occasion, he had a gloomy and hang- 
dog appearance. Presently there emerged 
from the door WiUiam Jones, attired in a 
drowned seaman's suit several sizes too large 
for him, and wearing a chimney-pot hat and 
a white rosette. Leaning on his arm was 
Matt, dressed in a dress of blue sUk, neatly 
made for her by one of the coastguard 
women, out of damaged materials supplied 
by Jones, a light straw hat with blue ribbons 
to match, and a light lace shawl. Behind 
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this pair hobbled WUliam Jones's father, 
whose costume was nautical like his son's, 
but more damaged, and who also sported 
a chimney-pot hat and a white rosette. 

The crowd gave a feeble cheer. Matt 
looked round and smiled, but mingled with 
her smile there was a kind of vague anxiety 
and expectation. 

It was arranged that Monk should drive 
Matt in the dog-cart, while WUliam Jones 
and his father followed in the commoner 
vehicle. At Pencroes, where the ceremony 
was to be performed, they were to meet 
with one Mr. Penarvon, a country squire 
and kindred spirit of Monk's, who had 
promised to be " best man." 

Monk took the reins, while Matt got in 
and seated herself beside him, the groom 
getting up behind; and away they went 
along the sand-choked road, followed by 
Jones and his father. 

The day was bright and merry, but 
Matt never thought of the old proverb. 
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*' Happy is tlie bride that the sun shines 
on ; " she was too busy examining the 
prospect on every side of her. All at once, 
as the bridal procession wound round the 
•edge of the lonely lake, she uttered a cry 
■of delight. There, standing in its old 
place by the lake-side, was the caravan. 

Monk looked pale — there was something 
ghostly in the re-appearance even of this 
inanimate object. He was a man of strong 
nerve, however, and he speedily smiled at 
his own fears. 

As they approached the spot they saw 
Tim standing near the vehicle in conversa- 
tion with two strange gentlemen, one a 
little elderly man in black broadcloth, the 
other a tall, broad-shouldered fellow, wear- 
ing a light overcoat and a wideawake hat. 
Directly the procession approached, this 
group separated, and its three members 
walked severally into the road, he with the 
wideawake hat standing right in the centre 
of the road quietly smoking a cigar. 
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As the dog-cart came up lie held up his 
hand. Unable to proceed without running 
him down, Monk pulled up angrily. 

"What is it? Why do you block the 
road ? " he cried fiercely, 

"Excuse me, governor," returned the 
other coolly. "Mr. Monk of Monkhurst, 
I believe?" 

" That's my name." 

"Sorry to trouble you on such a day, 
but I should like a few words with you." 

"I cannot stay — I am going to be 
married I " 

"So I heard," said the man, lifting his 
hat and bowing with a grin to Matt. " Glad 
to see you, miss. How do you do ? But 
the fact is, Mr. Monk, my business won't 
keep. Be good enough to step this way." 

Full of some unaccountable foreboding, 
inspired partly by the stranger's suave, yet 
determined, manner, partly by the re- 
appearance of the caravan. Monk alighted, 
and followed the other across the grass to 
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the close vicinity of the house on wheels. 
The little elderly niian followed, and the 
man who had first spoken went through 
the ceremony of introduction. 

" This is Mr. Monk, sir. Mr. Monk, this 
gentleman is Mr. Lightwood, of the firm 
of Lightwood and Lightwood, solicitors, 
Chester." 

"And you — ^who the devil are youf" 
demanded Monk with his old savagery. 

"My name is Marshall, Christian name, 
John, though my friends call me Jack," 
answered the other with airy impudence. 
" John Marshall, governor, of the detective 
force." 

Monk now went pale indeed. But re- 
covering himself he cried, " I know neither 
of you. I warned you that I was in haste. 
What do you want ? Out with it 1 " 

The little man now took up the con- 
versation, speaking in a prim business-like 
voice, and occasionally referring to a large 
note-book which he carried. 
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"Mr. Monk, you are, I am informed, the 
sole heir male of the late Colonel Monk, 
your cousin by the father's side, who was 
supposed to have died in India in the year 
1862." 

" Yes, that's true. What then 1 " 

"On the report of his death, his name 
being included in an official list of officers 
killed and wounded iu action, and it being 
understood that he died without lawful 
issue, you laid claim to the demesne of 
Monkshurst, in Cheshire, and that of the 
same name in Anglesea. Your claim was 
recognized, and in 1864 you took posses- 
sion." 

"WelL Have you detained me to hear 
only what I already knew ? " 

" Pardon me, I have not finished. I have 
now to inform you that you inherited under 
a misconception, first because Colonel Monk 
was married and had issue, secondly, because 
he did not die in India, but reached the 
£ihores of England, where he perished in the 
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shipwreck of the ship Trinidad, in the year 
1864." 

Monk was livid. At this moment Jones, 
who had been watching the scene from a 
distance, came over, panting and perspiring 
in ill-concealed terror. 

"Lor', Mr. Monk, what's the matter? 
Look ye now, we shall be late for the 
wedding." 

As he spoke Marshall, the detective, 
clapped him playfully on the shoulder. 

"How d'ye do, William Jones? I've 
often heard of you, and wished to know 
you. Pray stop where you are. I'll talk 
to y(M presently." 

"I don't know what you mean," Monk 
now said with dogged desperation, "with 
all this rigmarole, Mr. Lightwood, or what- 
ever your name is. It seems to me you 
are simply raving. If I am not my cousin's 
heir, who is, tell me that?" 

" His daughter," said the man quietly. 

" He never married, and he never had a 
daughter." 
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" His daughter, an infant twelve or four- 
teen months old, sailed to England witb 
him, was shipwrecked with him, but saved 
by a special Providence, and has since been 
living in this place under the name of 
Matt Jones." 

" Your intended bride, you know," added' 
Marshall with an insinuating smile. "Hullo,, 
where is the young lady ? " 

Monk looked round towards the dog-cart 
and on every side, but Matt was nowhere to- 
be seen. 

" I see her go into that theer cart," said 
William Jones. 

" Call her," cried Monk. " I'll stay no- 
longer here. Listen to me, you two. 
Whether you are telling truth or lies, that 
girl is going to become my wife — I have 
her guardian's consent, and she herself, I 
may tell you, fully appreciates the honour 
I am doing her." 

" Indeed ! " said Mr. Lightwood, smiling. 
"Unfortunately I, as Miss Monk's legal- 
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adviser, must have a say in tlie matter. 
Doubtless this marriage would be a very- 
pretty arrangement for keeping the late 
Colonel Monk's fortune and property in 
your possession, but I cannot conscientiously 
approve of the young lady's marriage to an 
<iissassin." 

" An assassin ! — what — what do you 
mean ? " gasped Monk, staggering as if from 
a blow. 

"Tellhim, Mr. Marshall." 

"All right, sir. Well, you see, Mr. 
Monk of Monkshurst," continued the detec- 
tive, grimly yet playfully, "you're accused 
of making away with — murdering, in fact 
— a young gentleman who came to Aber- 
glyn a few weeks ago in that little house 
on wheels ; and this nice friend of yours " 
(here he again slapped AViUiam Jones on 
the shoulder) "is accused of being your 
accomplice." 

"No, no. I never done it! I'm inno- 
cent, I ami" cried William Jones. "Tell 
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'em, Mr. Monk, tell 'em — I'd nowt to do 
with it." 

" Silence, you fool," said the other ; then 
he added, turning on his accusers, "You 
are a couple of madmen, I think ! I know 
nothing of the young man you speak of ! I 
have heard that he is missing, that is all ; 
but there is no evidence that any harm has 
come to him, for his body has not been 
found." 

Here Marshall turned with a wink to 
William Jones, and nudged him in the 
ribs. 

"Don't you think now," he asked, "it 
might be worth while looking for it in tJmt 
little underground parlour of yours, down 
alongside the sea ? " 

William Jones uttered a despairing groan, 
and fell on his knees. 

"I'm ruined!" he cried. "Oh, Mr. 
Monk, it's your doing I Lord help me ! 
They knows everything." 

" Curse you, hold your tongue ! " said 

Q 
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Monk, with a look of mad contempt and 
hatred. "These men are only playing upon 
your fears, but they cannot frighten me." 

"No?" remarked the detective, lighting 
his cigar, which had gone out. " I think 
we shall even manage that in time." 

As he spoke he carelessly, and as if inad- 
vertently, drew out a pair of steel handcuffs, 
which he looked at reflectively, threw up 
and caught underhand in the air. 

" You accuse me of assassination ? " said 
Monk, trembling violently. " I warn you 
to beware, for I will not suffer such accusa- 
tions without seeking redress. If you have 
any proof of the truth of your preposterous 
charge, produce it." 

At this moment Matt, looking bright as 
sunshine, leaped out of the caravan. 

"There's my proof," said Marshall. 
"Miss Monk, this amiable bridegroom of 
yours denies being concerned in harming 
Mr. Charles Brinkley. Is he telling the 
truth?" 



A BRIDAL PARTY AND A SURPRISE. 227 

Matt's face darkened, and she looked at 
Monk with eyes of cordial detestation. 

"No," she said, "he's lying 1 " 

"Matt," cried Monk fiercely, "take 
care 1 " 

"He's lying," she repeated, not heeding 
him. "I see him do it with my own two 
eyes, and I see William Jones helping him 
and looking on. They thought that no one 
was nigh, but I was. I was hiding behind 
them sacks and barrels in the cave ! " 

• « « » • 

Monk now felt that the game was almost 
up, for he was beset on every side, and the 
very ground seemed opening under his feet. 
The wretched Jones, in a state bordering 
on frenzy, remained on his knees wailing 
over his own ruin. The two strangers, 
Lightwood and Marshall, looked on as calm 
but interested spectators. Matt, having 
delivered her home-thrust of accusation, 
stood and gazed into Monk's face with cool 
defiance, 
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"It is a plot I" Monk cried, presently, 
" an infamous plot to ruin me ! You have 
been tampering, I see, witli this wild girl, 
whom you foolishly suppose kin to me by 
blood. Arrest me, if you please — I shall 
not take the trouble to resist, for I am 
perfectly innocent in this matter." 

He added, while they looked at one 
another as if somewhat puzzled — 

"As to the girl's relationship with my 
dead cousin, the very idea is absurd. Where 
are lie proofs of her birthright ? " 

." Here," said a quiet voice. 

Monk turned his eyes and started back 
in wonder, while William Jones shrieked 
and fell forward on his face. Standing 
before them in the sunshine was the reality 
or the semblance of — ^the murdered young 
man .of the caravan 1 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE "MUKDEEED" MAN I 

Yes, it was tlie artist himself, looking a 
little pale, and carrying one arm in a sling, 
but otherwise, to all appearance, in good 
health. 

Monk had strong nerves, but he could not 
prevent himself from uttering a wild cry of 
horror and wonder. At the same moment. 
Matt went to the young man's side, and 
with an air of indescribable trust and sweet- 
ness, took his hand — the hand which was 
free — and put it to her lips. 

" The proof is here," he said calmly, 
"here upou my person. I am not quite 
dead, you see, Mr. Monk of Monkahurst, and 
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I thought I should like to bring it you' 
myself. It consists, as you are aware, of 
Colonel Monk's dying message, written on 
the fly-leaf of his Prayer-book, and of the 
marriage certificate of his wife ; both these 
having been placed upon his child's person, 
concealed by the unsuspecting and illiterate 
Jones, and found by me after a lapse of 
many years." 

Monk did not speak ; his tongue was 
frozen. He stood aghast, opening and shut- 
ting his clenched hands spasmodically, and 
shaking like a leaf. Reassured to some 
extent by the sound of the voice, unmis- 
takably appertaining to a person of flesh 
and blood, William Jones gradually uplifted 
his face, and looked in ghastly wonder at 
the speaker. 

" You will be anxious to ascertain," pro- 
ceeded Brinkley, with his old air of lightness, 
"by what accident, or special Providence, 
I arose from the grave in which you politely 
entombed me. The explanation is very 
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simple. My young friend here, Matt, tlie 
foundling, or, as I should rather call her, 
Miss Monk of Monkshurst, came to my 
assistance, attended to my injuries, -whicli 
were not so serious as you imagined, and 
enabled me, before daybreak, to gain the 
kindly shelter of my caravan. Tim and 
a certain rural doctor did the rest. I am 
sorry to disappoint you, Mr. Monk, but I 
felt bound to keep my promise — to interfere 
seriously with your little arrangements, if 
you persistently refused to do justice to this 
young lady." 

As he spoke. Monk uttered a savage oath 
and rushed towards the road ; but Marshall 
was after him in a moment, and sprang 
upon him. There was a quick struggle. 
Suddenly Monk drew a knife, opened it, 
and brandished it in the air ; so that it 
would have gone ill with his assailant if the 
herculean Tim, coming to the rescue, had 
not pinioned him from behind. In another 
moment the knife was lying on the grass, 
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and Monk was neatly handcuffed by the 
detective. 

"Now, governor, you'd better take it 
quietly ! " said Marshall, while Monk 
struggled, and gnashed his teeth in impotent 
rage. "You're a smart one, you are, but 
the game's up at last." 

Monk recovered himself and laughed 
fiercely. 

" Let me go ! Of what do you accuse 
me ? It was murder just now, but since the 
murdered person is alive (curse him !) I 
should like to know on what charge you 
arrest me." 

" Oh, there's no difficulty about that ! " 
said Brinkley, looking at him superciliously. 
" In the first place, you have by fraud and 
perjury possessed yourself of what never 
legally belonged to you. In the second 
place, you attempted murder, at any rate. 
But upon my life, I don't think you are 
worth prosecuting. I think, Mr. Marshall, 
you might let him go." 



TEE "MUBDEBEh" MAN! 233 

" It's letting a mad dog loose, sir," replied 
Marshall. " He'll hurt somebody." 

"What do you say. Miss Monk?" said 
Brinkley. "This amiable-looking person 
is your father's cousin. Shall I release your 
bridegroom, in order that you may go with 
him to the altar of Hymen and complete 
the ceremony ? " 

" I hate him," cried Matt ; " I should like 
to drown him in the sea." 

Brinkley laughed. 

"Your sentiments are natural, but un- 
christian. And the gentle Jones, now, who 
is looking at you so affectionately, what 
would you do with him? Drown him in 
the sea too 1 " 

"No, no. Matt," interposed WUliam 
Jones, abjectly; "speak up for me. Matt. 
I ha' been father to you aU these years," 

Matt seemed perplexed what to say. So 
Brinkley again took up the conversation. 

"On reflection we wiU refer William 
Jones to his friends the 'coastguard chaps.' 
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I think he will be punished enough by the 
distribution of his little property in the 
cave. Eh, Mr. Jones 1 " 

Jones only wrung his hands and wailed, 
thinking of his precious treasure. 

"And so, Matt," continued Brinkley, 
"there will be no wedding after all. I'm 
afraid you're awfially disappointed." 

Matt replied by taking his hand again, 

lifting it to her lips and kissing it fondly. 

The young man turned his head away, for 

his eyes had suddenly grown full of grateful 

tears. 

• « « « » 
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CONCLUSION. 

My tale is told. The adventure of the 
caravan has ended. Little more remains to 
be said. 

Monk of Monkshurst was not brought to 
trial for his iniquities, but he was sorely 
enough punished by the loss of his iU-gotten 
estates. Before the claim of the foundling 
was fully proved he left England, never to 
return. Whether he is alive or dead I 
cannot tell. 

William Jones, too, escaped legal punish- 
ment. A severer retribution came upon 
him in the seizure and dispersal of the 
hoards in the great cave. So sorely did he 
take his loss to heart that he crept to his 
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bed and bad an attack of brain fever. When 
he reappeared on the scene of his old plun- 
derings his intellect was weakened, and he 
showed curious evidences of imbecility. But 
the ruling passion remained strong within 
him. I saw him only last summer, rambling 
on the sea-shore, talking incoherently to 
himself, and watching the sea in search of 
wreckage, as of old. 

And Matt? 

Well, her title to Monkshurst and the 
property was fully proved. For a long 
time she did not realize her good fortune, 
but gradually the pleasant truth dawned 
upon her in a sunrise of nice dresses, 
jewellery, and plenty of money. Chancery 
stepped in like a severe foster-parent, and 
sent her to school. There she remained for 
several years ; but Charles Brinkley, who 
Jiad first taken in hand the vindication of 
-her claims, and who never ceased to be 
interested in her, saw her from time to time, 
iind took particular note of her improve- 
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ment in her grammar and the gentle art of 
speech. 

^ "Matt," he said, when they met last 
Christmas in London, and when he saw 
before him, instead of a towsy girl, as bright 
and buxom a young lady as ever wore purple 
raiment and fine linen, "Matt, you are 
'growed up ' at last ! " 

Matt blushed and hung her head, with a^ 
touch of her old manner. 

"Yes, I am grown up, as you say. I 
wonder what William Jones would think if 
he saw me now ? " 

"And if he noticed those pretty boots. 
Matt, and heard you play the piano and 
prattle a little in French. Upon my word, 
it's a transformation! You always were a 
nice girl, though." 

"Do you really think sol" asked Matt, 
shyly. " Did you always think so 1 ' " 

" Certainly." 

"Even when I told you I liked you so 
much, and you told me ' it wouldn't do ? " 
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It was Brmkley's turn to blush now. It 
was clear that Matt, despite other changes, 
«till retained her indomitable frankness. 

" Even then," he replied, laughing. " But 
I say, you were a precocious youngster. You 
proposed to me, you know ! " 

"I know I did," said Matt, "and it 
wasn't leap year then " — she added stiU more 
slyly — " But it's leap year now ! " 

Their eyes met. Both blushed more and 
more. 

" Matt, don't ! It won't do, you know I 
Yes, I say so still. You're a rich woman, 
«ind I'm only a poor devU of a painter. You 
must marry some great swell." 

But Matt replied— 

" I shall never marry any one but you ! " 

" You won't ? Do you mean it ? " 

"Of course I do." 
/ He caught her in his arms. 

"My darling Matt — yes, I shall call you 
by that dear name to the end of the chapter. 
You love me, then I I can't believe it ! " 



CONCLUSION. 239 

"I have loved you," she answered, 
laughing, "ever since I first came — 'to be 
took!'" 

And she rested her head on his shoulder, 
just as she had done in the old days, when 
she was an unsophisticated child of Nature. 

" So there's to be a wedding, after all/^Ee 
said, kissing her. " Matt, I've an idea ! " 

"Yes?" 

" When we marry, suppose we arrange to 
spend the honeymoon in — a Caeavan 1 " 



THE END. 
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ARNOLD (E. L.), Stories by. 
The IBTonderful Adventures of 
Phra the Phcenician. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, with 12 Illusts. by H. M.Paget, 
3j. td. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. 
The Constable of St. Nicholas. 
With a Fronti&piece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3j. t)d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25. 



ALEXANDER (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, %s. td. each ; post 8vo, 

picture boards. 25. each. 
Valerie's Fate. | Mona's Choice. 
A Life Interest. I Tiiroman's TSrit. 
Blind gate. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. bd. each. 
The Cost of her Pride. 
A Golden Autumn. 
Barbara, I.ady's Maid & Peeress. 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor. 
A Missing Hero. 
A Fight with Fate. 
The Step-mother. 



ANDERSON (MARY).-Otheilo's 

Occupation. Crown 8vo. cloth, ss. dd. 



ANTROBUS (C. L.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. clnth, 35. bd. each. 
Quality Corner. | TJirildersmoor 
The Tglne of Finvarra . 

The Stone Bzel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.;. 



ART and LETTERS LIBRARY 

(The) Large crown 8vo. Each volume 
with 8 Coloured Plates, and 24 in Half- 
tone. Bound in cloth, $s. net per vol. 
Edition de Luxk, ymall 4to. printed on 
pure rag paper, with additional Plates, 
parchment, los. td, net per vol. 

Stories of the Italian Artists 
from Vasari. Collected and arranged 
by E. L. Sekley. 

Artists of the Italian Renais- 
sance: their Stories as set forth .by 
Vasari, Ridolfi.Lanzi, and the Chronicier.s, 
Collected and arranged by E. L. Skelky. 

Stories of the Flemish and Dutch 
Artists, trom the Time of the Van 
Eycks to the End of the Seventeenth; 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records. Collected and arranged by 
Victor Reynolds. 

Stories of the Bngllsh Artists, 
from Van Dyck to Turner (1600-1851). 
Collected and arranged by Randall 
Davies and Cecil Hunt. 

Stories of the French Artists, 
from Clouet to Delacroix. Collected and 
arranged by P. M. Turner and C. H. 
Collins Baker. 

Stories of the Spanish Artists 
until Goya. By Sir William Stirukg- 
Maxwell, Selected and arranged bv 
Luis CARREfJo, With Introduction by 
Edward Hvtton. 

Stories of the German Artists. 
By Prof. Dr. Hans W. Sing er. 

The liittle Flonrers of S.Francis of 

Assisl. Transited by Prof. T. W. 
Arnold. With 8 Illustrations in Colour 
and 24 In Half-tone. 
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ART & LETTERS LIBRARY— MKZi. 
Of the Imitation of Christ. By 

Thomas a Kkmpis. Translated by 
Richard Whytfokd. With Historical 
Introduction by Wilfrid Raynal, 
O.S.B., and 8 Reproductions in Colour 
and other decorations by, Wj RUSSELL 
Flint. The Edition de LuiE has four 
additional Plates in Colour and may be 
had bound in pigskin with clasps.25£. net. 
The Confessions of Saint Augus- 
tine. Translated by Dr. E.- B. PnsEY, 
Edited by Temple Scott. With an In- 
troduction by Mrs. MevnELL,. ^nd 12 
Plates inColour by Ma'xweLl Armfield, 
The Edition DE Luxe may be had bound 
in pigskin with clasps. 255. net. 
The Master of Game: The Oldest 
English Bookon Hunting. By Edward, 
Second Duke of York. Edited by W. A 
and F. Baillie-Grohman. Introduction 
byTHEODORERoosEVELT, Photogravure 
Frontispiece and23 f uU-pagelllustrations. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth,' 75. 6d.. net 
parchment, 105. 6rf. nel. 

ARTEMU^ WARD'S Works, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3,j. 6d. ; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. 



AVSCOUaH (JOHN), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
ProdirialB- and Sons. 
Outsiders— and In. 
Mezzoglorno. Hurdcott. 
Monkshrl dge. I Fa ustnla. 
MarotZ, Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. net. 



BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and 

Allied Species,' A- Synopsis of. By 

W. B. GROVE, B.A. With 87 lUustrations. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. 6d. ^_^ 



BAILDON (H. B.). — Robert 

Louis Stevenson: A Study. With 2 
Portraits. Crown 8vo, liuckram.ftj. 



ARTIST (The Mind of the). 

Edited by Mrs. Laurence Binyon. With 
8 Plates. Small cr. 8vo, cloth. j^s.'Gd. net. 



BALLADS and LYRICS ot LOVE, 

selected from PERCY'S 'Reliques.' Edited 

with an Introduction by F. SIDGWICK. 

With 10 Plates in Colon* after Byam 

Shaw, R.I. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6i. net. 

Iiegehdary Ballads, selected from 

Percy's 'Reliques.' .Edited, with an 

Introduction by F. Sidgwick. With 10 

Plates in Colour after BYAM SHAW, R;I. 

Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6^. net. . 

*#■* The above 2 volumes may also be had In 

the ST. MARTitj's Library, pott 8vp, doth, gilt 

top. 2.y. net each : leather.gilt e^ges.gy. net each. , 



ASHTON (JOHN).— Social Life 

In the Reign ot Queen Anne. With 
8q Tlln'?tratt<,ns.- Crown 8vo.,ci'ith. 3s.6d. 



AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of, 

in Ten Volumes, each containing Ten 
Illustrations in Colour by A. Wallis 
Mills. With Notes by ' R. Brimlev 
Johnson. Post 8vo, cloth, si. 6d. net pei 
vol. The -Novels are as follows :..I. and 
II., PRIDE AiJD PREJUDIC£; III 
and IV., SENSE AND SENSIBILITY 1 
v., NORTHANGER ABBEY ; VI., PER- 
SUASION: Vn. and VIII. EMMA, 
TX, and X.. MANSFIELD PARK. 



AUTHORS for the HOCKET. 

Choice Passages,' mcstly seleqted by 
A. H. HYA-iT. i6ftio, cloth, 2s. iiet each 
leather, ^s. net eaqh. 

The Pocket R. ti. S. 

The Pocket George BoFronr. 

The Pocket Thackeray. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens. 

The Pocket Richard Jeif^ries; 

The Pocket George HacDonald. 

The Pocket Bmerson. 
V The Pocket Thomas Hardy. 

The Pocket George Rllot. ' 

The Pocket Charles Klngrsley. 

The Pocket Ruskin, 

The Pocket Iiord Beaconsfield. 

The Flomrer of the Mind. 



BARDSLEY (Rev. C, W.).— 

English Surnames : Their Sources 

and Significations. , Cr. 8vo. cloth, ys. td. 



BARGAIN BOOK (The). ByC.E. 
Jerningham and Lewis Bettany. With 
9 Illustrations and 9 Tabular Charts^ 
DemV 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. net. 



BARINQ-QOULD (S.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. eiCh ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 2s. each ; Popular 
Editions, medium 8vo, (3d. each.r 

Red Spider. I Bv e. 

BARKER (E. HARRISON).^A 
British Dog: in France: his Adyen- 
tures'in Divers" places, and conversaiSons 
with Fren ch Dofls. 43 lUustraHons 
by L. S. BrjGhtwell. Large crown 
8vo, cloth, 6.T. net. 



AUZIAS - TURENNE (RAY - 

.MONDJ.— The Last of the Mam- 
moths: A Romance. Cr. 8vo,'Cl..3s. 6(f, 



AYES HA (MARION),— The 

Truth about a I>(Manery ; Five Years 
in a Convent School, C. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



BARKER (ELSA).— The Son of 

Mary Bethel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



BARR f AMELIA E.).— Love will 

Venture, in. Crown 8vo, clo.th, 3s. 6d. ; 
CHEAP Edition, cloth, is. net. 



BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 

Cro^n 8vo. cloth, .3s. (td. eacli. 
In a Steamer Chair. Wi^h 2 lUusts. 
From Whose Bourne^ &c. With 47 

Illustrations by Hal HyRsf and others. 
Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
A 'Woman Intervenes, > >. ., 
A Prince of Good Fellows. With 

15 inuslrations by E. J. SULLIVAN. 
The Un changing Ba st. 
The Speculations ot John Steele. 
, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s fxl, ; POPULAR 

Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 
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BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by 

Post 8vo, illust. bds., '2^. ea.: cl., 2s. td. ea. 
Tbe Sin of Olga Zasaoulloh. 
Iilttle I<ady Linton. 
Jolin Ford; and His Helpmate. 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
Honest D avie. I Iileut. Barnabas, 
Cr. 8vp, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, iUust, 

boards, 2s. each ; ojoth limp, 2s. td. each. 
Found Guilty.' I Folly Morrison, 
For liove and Honour. 
BetKeen Lite and Death. 
FMtevecl for Iilf|B. 
A Missing Witness. With 8 lUusts. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
XheHardlng Scandal. 
A Prodlg drs Progress . 

Grown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. " 

Under » Strange Mask. 19 lUusts. 
Was She Justified ? I Lady Judas. 
The Obliging Husband. 
Perfldlons Lydla. With Frontispiece. 
POPULAR Editions. Mediuin Svo. 6d. each. 
Fetterjsd f or Life. | Fou nd Guilty. 
The Error of Her Way B. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 3s. td.: Cheap EpmoN. cl , is. n-^t 



BAR Rl NQTON (M 1 C H A K L), 

NoveU -by. 
The Knight of the Golden Sword. 

Crown 8uo, cloth, (fs. 
The Li^dy of 'Tripoli. With lUus 
■trationg.- ^Drown Svo.buclffam gilt, 5s, 



BASKERVILLE (JOHN). By 

Ralph Straus and R. K. Dent. "With 
I3-Plate-T. Quarto,' hu'Cliram. 2lj. net. 



BATH (The) in Skin Diseases. 



bAYEuXTAPtiSTRY, The Book 

of the.. By Hilaire Belloc. With 76 
facsimile Coloured Illustrations. Royal 
8vn, cloth, los. 6c/, net. 



BEACOiySFIELD.JUORD. ByT. 

P. O'Connor, M.i*. Crown Svo, cloth, 5^, 
The J^^cket BeaconsJBeld. i6nio, 
plQliji gilt, 2s. net : leather gilt, 3s. net 



BEARD (JOHN, D.Sc.).— Tlie 
Enzyme' Treatment of Cancer. 

With Illn-it'. Demv 8v", cl.. 7s. 6d. net. 



BENNETT fARNOLD;, Novels 

'■ .by.. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. td. each. 
Leonora. I A Great Man. 
Teresa of W^atllng Street. 
Tales of the Five Towns. | Hugo. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
The Gates of Wrath. 
The Ghost. I The City of Pleasure. 
The Gran d Babylon H otel. 
Leonora. Pop ular liDiT rox, 2s. net. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo. td. each. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel. 
The City of Pleasure. | Hugo. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
A Great Man. I Lffo nora. 
Cheapkr Editiovs. ■,..r. 8vo, Is. net each. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
The Ghost. 



BELL (OLIVER Art : a Critical 

Essay. With 6 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, 
buckrarh, 5s. net. 



BELLOC (HILAIRE). Tlie Book 
of the Bayeux Tapestry. With ^t 
facsimile Coloured Illustrations. Royal 
Svo, cloth, los. td. net. 



BENNETT (W. C.).— Songs for 

Sailors. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 

BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post Svo, 
illust. bds. 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s. td. each. 

Beady-Money Mortlboy. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Cella's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ca&e of Mr. Lucraft. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 



BESANT (Sir WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. 
each ; pose Svo, illustrated boards, 2 .. 
each ; cloth limp, 2s. td. each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Bar.\.aud. 
The Captains' Rooin, &c. 
AH in a Garden Fair. With 6 Iliui- 

trations by Harry Furniss. 
Dorothy Forster. . With Frontispiece. 
Uncle Jaclc, and other Stories. , 

Children of Gibeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 

With 12 Illustrations by A. FOREsi'lER. 
Herr Paulus. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
For Faith and Freedom- ^vuh 

Illusts. bv A. FORESTIER and F. Waddy. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illusts. 
The Holy Rose, &c. , With Frontispiece 
Armorel of Lyonesse. With 12 IiUh;s. 
St. Katherlne's by the Tower. 

With 12 lllu.^trations by C. GREEN. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 

With 12 Illustrations by W. H. HYDE. 
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Frontis. 
The Revolt of Man. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. td. each. 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations 
by F. Pegram. 

The Alabaster Box. 

Xhe Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. De»;aim-Ha»imond. 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations. 
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BESANT (Sir Walter)— cmihiued. 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. each- 
St. Kattaerlne's by the Toweri 
The Rebel Queen. 

FiKK Paper Editions, pott 8vo, cloth gilt, 
2s. net each : leather gilt, ss. net each. 

Iionilon. I WestmlnsteF. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof. 
E. H. Palmer.) 

Sir Richard Whlttin^ton. 

Oaspard de Collgny. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men 



Cheap Editions, cr. Svo, cloth, i*. net each. 
The Alabaster Box. 
Verbena Camellia Steptaanotis, 
The Rebel Queen. 
St. Katherlne's by the Tonrsr. 

.Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

The Orange Girl. 

F(9r Faith and Freedom. 

Children of Glbeon. 

DorothyForster. | No Other Way. 

Armorel of Lyonesse. 

The Lady of Lynn. 

My Little Girl. 

Demy Svo, cloth, ss. net each. 
London. With 125 Illustrations, 
Westminster, With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 130 Illustrations. 
South London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 118 Illustrations, 
Bast London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Phil 

May, L . Raven Hill, and J. Pennell. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Fiftyirears Ago: 1837-1887. With 

144 Illustrations. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 

Plays. 50 Illus. by Chris Hammond, &c. 

St. Katherlne's by the Tourer. 

Cheap Edition picture cover, is. net. 
The Bulogy of Richard Jefferles. 

With Portrait. Crown Svo, buckram, 6,?. 
Art of Fiction. Fcap. Svo, cloth, ii.net. 



BIERCE (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of Life. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6rf. ; 
n. Svo, bds., 2s. : cr. Svo, pic, cov. is. net. 



BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
Daventry's Daughter. 
A Sonrer of Wheat. 
The Concession-hunters. 



AinsUe's Ju>]u. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3S. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
The Concession-hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 



BLAKE (WILLIAM) : A Critical 

study by A. C. Swinburne. With a 
Portrait. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. net. 
The Marriage of Heaven and 
Hell, and A Song of Liberty. With 
Introduction by F. G. Stokes. A Flor- 
ence Press Book. Cr. Svo, hand-made 
paper, bds., 35. Gd. net; parchmt., 5j. net. 



BOCCACCIO.— The Decameron. 

Witli a Portrait. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt 
top. 2^. net ; leather, gilt edges, ^s. net. 



BODKIN (McD,, K,C,). — Shll- 
lelagh and Shamrock. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 



BORDEAUX (HENRI). — The 

Parting of the Ways, Translated by 
Louise t>. Houghton. Cr. Svo. m., 6s. 



BORENIUS (TANCRED),— The 

Painters of Vlcenza, With 15 fuU- 
page Plates. Demy Svo.. cloth, ys. 6d. net. 



BORROW (QEORQE), The 

Pocket, Arranged by Edw. Thomas, 
l6mo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3^ net. 



BOSSES AND CORBELS OF 
BXBTBR CATHBDKAL, By E. K. 

Pkideaux and G. R. Holt ShaPto 
With Iliusts. Dy. Svo. cl., 71. 6d. net' 



BOURQET (PAUL).— A Living 
Lie. Translated by John De Villiers. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; Cheap 
Edition, picture cover, i^. net. 



BOYLE (F.).— Chronicles of No- 
Man's Land, Post Svo, Diet. bds.. 2s. 



BRAND (JOHN).— Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. Crown 
SvQ. cloth, 3s. 6d. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

ary, 

TheReader'sHandbook of Famous 

Names in Fiction, Allusions, 

' References, Proverbs, Plots, 

Stories, and Poems, Crown Svo, 

cloth, 35. 6d. net 



BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
More Worlds than One : Creed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Galileo, 

TycHO Braiie. and KEPLER. 
Letters on :£Iatural Magic. With 

numerous Illustrations, 



BRIDGE CATECHISM: QUES- 
TIONS AND ANSWERS: including 
the PORTLAND Club Code. By Robert 
Hammond. Fcap. Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 



BRIDGE (J. S. C,).— From Island 

to Empire: A History of theExpan&ionof 
En(*land by Force of Arms. With Maps 
and Plans. Large crown Svo, cl„ 6s. net j 
also crown Svo, cloth, 2St net. 
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BROWNING'S (ROBT.) POEMS. 

Large fcap. 4to, cU. 6i. net ea. ; Large Paper 
Edition, parchment, i2s. 6d.net each.— 
Also in the St.Martin's LlBRARY,pott8TO, 
cloth, 2s, net each ; leather, 37. net each. 

Plppa Passes; and Men and 
Women. With lo Plates in Colour 
after E. Fortescue Brickdale. 

Dramatis PersonsB ; and Dramatic 
Romances and Iiyrios. With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F. BRICKDALE. 

Browning's Heroines. By Ethel 
COLBURN Mayne. With Front. & Title in 
Colour and other Decorations by Max- 
well ARMEIELD. Or. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 



BRYDEN (H. A.).— An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by T. S, 
Crompton, R.I. Crown Rvo, rloth, is. 6rl. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 
and Novels by. 
The Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown 
Svo, bucliram. with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each volume, im. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2y. each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. With 11 Illustra- 
tions bv F, Barnard. 
Iiady KllpatFiok. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Iiove Me for Bver. 
Annan Water. { Foxglove Manor. 
The New Abelard. | Rachel Dene, 
Matt : A Story of a Caravan. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Iilnne. 
Woman and the Man . 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Bed and White Heather. 
Androm eda. 

POPULAR Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
God and the Man. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Fine 
Paper Edition. Pott Svo. cloth, gilt 
top, zs, net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

The New Abelard. Cr. Svo, cl., is. net. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and Henry Murray. Crown Svo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. Robinson, 
3J. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

BYZANTINE ENAMELS IN 

MR. PIERPOiNTMORQAN'SCaL- 
LECTION. By O M. Dalton. With 
Note by Roger Fry, and Illustrations 
in Colour. Royal 4to. boards, 7i. 6d. net. 



BRYDQES (HAROLD). - Uncle 

Sam at tlomci With 91 lUusts. Post 
Svo, illust. boards zs. ; cloth limp, is.6d. 



BURTON (ROBERT). — The 

Anatomy of IVlelancholy. With a 
Frontispiece. Demy Svo. cloth. 7,?, 6d, 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

■ Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illust. bds. zs. each ; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library Editions, crown Svo, cloth. 
6j. each 1 Popular Editions, picture 
covers, 6d. each ; and the Fine Paper 
Edition of The Deemster, pott Svo, 
cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3^. net. 



CAMBRIDGE FROM WITHIN. 

By CHARLES Tennyson. With 12 Illustra- 
tions in Colour and 8 in Sepia by Harry 
MORLEy, Demy Svo, cloth, 71.' 6d. net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise of tlie 'Black Prince' 
Privateer. Cr. Svo, cloth, with 2 Illusls., 
3J. 6d. : post Svo. picture ijoards, zs. 



CANCER. THE ENZYME 
TREATMENT OF. By JOHN Beard, 
D.Sc. Demy Svo, cloth, 75. 6d. net. 



CANZIANI (ESTELLA), Books 
by. 
Costumes, Traditions, and Songs 
of Savoy. With .so Illustrations in 
Colour and some in Line. Demy 4to, cl. 
gilt, 21s. net ; vellum gilt. 315. 6d, net. 
Piedmont. By Estella Canzlani and 
Eleanour Rohde. With 52 Illus- 
trations in Colour and many in Line. 
Demy 4to. cloth, 21s. net. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).— On the 

Choice of Books. Post Svo. cloth, ij.6d. 



CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 
Alice In Wonderland. With 12 Col. 

and many Line lUus. by Millicent 

SOWERBY. Large cr, Svo, cl.gilt, 31. 6d. net. 
Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 

by W. H. Draper. Post Svo, boards-. 

IS. net: lea^'ier. 2,, net. 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN),— TheAd' 

ventures of Jones. With 17 Illusts. 
Fcap. Svo. piclure cover, T5. : cloth, is. 6d. 



CASTELLANE (MARQUIS DE). 
— Men and Things of My Time- 

Translatrd by A. TeiXEIRA D£ Mattos. 
With T3 Porlrails. Demy Svo, cl., 6^. net. 



CHAMBERLAIN (With MR.) IN 

THE U.S. AND CANADA. By Sir 

WiLLOUGHBY MAYCOCK, K.C.M.G. With 

30 Illusts, Demy Svo, cloth, I2j. 6d. net. 



CHAPMAN'S (QEORQE) Works. 

Vol. I,. Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A C 
Swinburne.— Vol. III., Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey, Three Vols., 
crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
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CHATFIELD-TAYLOR(H. C.).— 

Goldoni: a Biography. With i6 Illustra- 
tions. Demy Svo, cloth, 165, net. 
Fame's Pathvray. Cr.Svo.. 65. cloth. 



CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cl. 3s. 6rf. ea ; bds, 2i. ea. 
Paul Ferroll. 
•ghy Paul Ferroll Killed hts Wife. 



CHAUCER for Children : A Q0I-. 

den Key. By Mrs..H.R. Haweis. With 

8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 

Crown 4to, doth,- 3^. 6d. 
Chaucer foi- Schools. With the Story 

of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. 

H. R. HawefS. Demy Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 
•»• See also THE KING'S Classics, p. 16. 



COLLINS (.1. CHURTON, M.A.). 
-Jonathan Swift. Cr. Svo, cl., jj. dd. 



C H E S N E Y iWE ATH E RBY), 

Novels by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Cable-man. I The Claimant. 
The Romance of a Queen. 



CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of; isrfth an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
K, B. Wormald. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess : A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle, 
By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. Howell. 
L0ng fcap. Svo, cloth, 2s. 6rf. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament, 
Aug.-Sept., 1895, With Annotations by 

PILLSEURY, LASKER.TAREASCH, STEINITZ, 
SCHIFFERS, TEIOHMANN, BAEDELEBEN, 

Blackburne, Gunsberg, Tinsley, 
Mason and Albin ; also Biographies and 
Portraits. Edited by H. F. Cheshire. 
Crown Svo. clnth. 5s. 



CHILD-LOVER'S CALENDAR 

(The) for 1915. Illustrated in Colours 
by Amelia Bowerley. i6mo, picture 
cloth, IS. net 



COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.Svo, cl., 
3s. 6rf. each: post Svo, illustd. bds., 2.t. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

You Play me False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Vill age Comedy. 1 Frances. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Transmigration. 
A Fight with Fortune. ' ' 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Sweet and Twenty. ^__ 



CHRISTMAS CAROLS, AN- 
CIENT ENQLISH. Collected and ar- 
ranged by Edith Rickert. Post Svo, 
cloth, 3*. 6d. net. Parchment, 5s. net. 

See also NEW MEDIEXfAL LIBRARY. 0, 20. 



CLARE (AUSTIN).— By the Rise 

of the River, Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d 

CLAYTON (MARGARET), Books 

for Children by. 
Camping in the Forest. With iz 

Coloured lllusts,, and many in Line,' by 

the' Anthor. Fcap 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
Amaliel and Crispin. With many 

Illustrations. Demy Svo. cloth, ^s. 6d. net. 



COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 

Cr. Svo, cl., 3J. 6d. each : post Svo, picture 
boards, 2^. each : cl. limp. is. dd. each. 

Antonlna. | Basil. I Hide and Seek 

The Woman In White. 

The Moonstone. I Man and 'Wife: 

The Dead Secret. I After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

No Name { My Miscellanies. 

Armadale. I Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs.? I The Black Robe. 

The New Magdalen. 

Frozen Deep. I A Rogue's I<lfe. 

The La-wand the I<ady, 

The Two Destinies, 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

Heart and Science. I "I Say No." 

The Evil Genius. I Little Novels. 

The Lega cy of Cain. I B lind Love. 

The Legacy of Cain. Crown Svo, 

cloth, IS. net^ 

POPULAR Editions, medium Svo, M. each. 
Antonlna. I Poor Miss Finch. 
The Woman in White. 
The Lainr and the Lady. 
Moonstone. I The New Magdalen. 
The Dead Secret. I No Name. 
Man and Wife. I Armadale. 
The Haunted Hotel. I Blind Love. 
The Lega cy of Cain. 

The -Woman in White. Large Type, 
FixH Paper Edition, pott Svo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3J. net. 

The Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. Bvo, cloth, \s. net. 



CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 

and Dreams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6rf. 



COBBAN (J, MACLAREN), 

Novels by. 
The Cure of Souls. Post Svo, UluS' 

trated boards, 2s. 
The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

Zs..td. ; pos'. Svo, illustrated boards, 2,?. 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, 

cloth, 3$. td. 



COLQUHOUN (M. J.).— Every 
Inch a Soldier. Crown Svo, cloth, 
35. dd.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. 



COLT-BREAKING.Hintson. By 

W. M. Hutchison. Cr, Svo, cl., 3,s. 6d. 



COLTON (ARTHUR), ~ The 

Belted Seas. Crown 8vo. cloth,' 35. 6d. 



COLVILL (HELEN H.), — Th«» 

Incubus. Crown Svo, cloth. 6j, 
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COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who pays, to wbom, to 
what, and when It is applicable. 

. By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
8vo, 15. net:* cloth, is.6d. net. 



COMPTON(HERBERT),Noveisby. 
' The Inimitable Mrs. Maaslng- 
ham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; Popu- 
lar Edition. medium'Svo, 6d 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
The Wilful liray. 
The Queen can do no 'Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice. 



COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo,, cloth, 3J. 6d. each. 
Geoffory Hamilton. 
The MarqnlB ahd Pamela. 



C O R N W A L L.— Popular 

Romances of the West of Eng:land 

Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two Plates by George Crhiksbaxk. 
Cr. 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 



CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 

Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^, 6d. 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
His Vanished Star. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, ^s. 6d. 
The larindfall. Crown Svo, cloth. 

35. 6d, ; Cheap Edition, cloth, i^. net. 



CRESSWELL (C. M.) — The 
Making and Breaking of Almansur. 

' Crown Svo. cloth, (is- 



CRIM (MATT),— Adventures of 

a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2^. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 
Tales of our Coast. By S. K. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold 
Frederic, ' Q.,' and w. Clark Russell. 
With J3 Illustrations by Frank Brang- 

WYN, Crown Svo. cloth, 3J. 6d. 



CROSS (MARaARET B.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
A Question of Means. 
Opportunity. 

Op to Pe rrin's. 

A Question of Means. Popular 
Edition, niedium Svo, 6d, 



CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in TWO Series : 
the First from 1835 to 1843 ; the 
SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. With many 
hundred Woodcuts and Steel Plates by 
George Cruikshank and others. Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 5s. net each. 



CUMMINQ (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
In tbe Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations. 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations 
Tmro Happy Years in Ceylon. 

With.28 Illustrations. 
Via Cornmrall to Egypt. Fiontis. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. Crown. Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 
Pretty Miss Kevllle. 
& Bird of Passage. I Mr. Jeryls, 
Diana Harrington. | Interference. 
Two Masters | A Family Iilkeness. 
A Third Person. | Proper Pride. 
Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies, 
The Real I<ady Hilda. 
Married or Single? ' To Iiet.' 

Crown tivo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
In the Kingdom of Kerry, 
Miss Balmalne's Past. 
Jason. I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence; With 6 Illusls. by S. Paget. 
The Cat's-paw. With 12 illustrations. 
The Spanish Hecklace. With 8 

Illusts.byF. Pegram.— AlsoaCheapEd.. 

without lUusts.. picture cover, 'is. liet. 
A Rolling Stone. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post Svo, 

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Infatuati on. | Some One Else. 
Popular Editions medium Svo; 6d. each. 
Proper Pride. I The Cat's-pasr. 
Diana Barrlngton. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
A Bird of Passage. 
Beyond the Pale. 
A Family Ijlkeness. 
Miss Balmalne's Past. (Cr. Svo.) 
Married or Single? 
The Real Iiady Hilda. 
The Spanish Necklace. 
A Rolllntt Stone. I Infatgatlpa. 



CUPID AND PSYCHE (from 'Tbe 
QoldenAss' of Ap'uletus in Adling;- 
ton's translation). With 8 Illustra- 
tions in colour by Dorothy Mullock, 
Fcap. 4to, decorated cover, 5s. net. 



CU5SANS (JOHN E.).— A Hand- 
book of Heraldry. With 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Colrrt. Plates. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 



DAN BY (FRANK).— A Coquette 

in Crape. Foolscap Svo, picture cover, 
6d. ; cloth, Is. net. 



DAUDET (ALPH0N5E).-^The 

Evanj^ellst; o^» Port Salvation. 

Cr, Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. ; post Svo, bds., 25. 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— Mints 

for Parents on Choice of Profession 
for their Son.?. Crown Svo, is. 6d. 



DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad= 

ler's Daughters. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. bd.\ 
Cheap Edition, doth, is. net. 



DAVIES (Dr. N. E YORKE-j, 

Works by. Cr. Svo. xs. ea.: cl.. xs. 6ii.ea. 
One Thousand Medical Maxims 

and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Poods for the Fat). 
Aids to L ong' Life. Cr. S vo, 2s. ; cl.2s.6d. 
Wine and Health: How to enjoy 

both. Crown Svo, cloth, lj.^6rf.- ■ 
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DEAklN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid. 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 lUusts. by George 
Cruikshank. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3^. net. 



DIXON (W. WILLMOTT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. f-d. each. 
The Rogue of Bye. I King Hal. 



DE MILLE (JAMES).— AStrange 
Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown Kvo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, is. td. 
post 8vo, il lustrated boards, 2^. 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, Tlie 

History of. By Arthur W. Clayden, 

M.A. With Illus.Deniy8vo.ol.,loi.6ri. net. 

Devon : Its Moorlands, Streams, 

and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
NORTHCOTE. Illustrated in Colours by 
F. J. WiDGERY. Fcap, 4to, cl., 20s. net. 

Also a Cheaper Edition, with 50 Illustra- 
tions. Kcap. 4to, cloth, 7^. 6d. net. 

Folli Rhymes o* Devon. By W. 
Crossing. Demy 8yo, cloth. 45. td. net. 



DEWAR (GEORGE A.B.), Books 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. net each. 

The Airy Way. 

Tills Realm, This Bngland. With 

9 Illustrations. Also pubhshed at 2S. net. 



DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra' 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7^. 6d. 



DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

speeches of. With a Portrait. Pot[t 
8vo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 35. net. 

Charles Dickens. By Algernon 
Charles Swinburne. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, zs- 6d, net. 

Dickens's Children. With to Draw- 
ings in Colour by Jessie Willcox 
Smith. Crown 4to. cloth. 31. 6d. net. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens: Pass- 
ages chosen by ALFRED H. Hyatt. 
lomo. cloth, 2s. net ; leather, gilt, js. net. 



DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s. each. 

Four Fpenchwomen. With Portraits. 

Blgtateenth Century Vignettes. 
In Three Series, each 6s. ; also Fine- 
paper Editions, pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net 
each ; leather, ss. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Illustrations, 

Side-walk Studies. With 5 lUusts. 

Old Kensington Palace, &a. With 
■6 Illustrations. 

At Prior Park, &c. With 6 Illustrations. 

Rosalba's Journal. Svo, with 6 Ulus. 



DICTIONARIES. 

A Dictionary of the Drama. Bj> 

W. Davenpokt Adams. Vol. I. (A to G) 
. Demy Svo, cloth, 10^. 6d. net. 
The Reader's Handbook. By Rev. 

E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown Svo, cloth, 

35, 6d. net. 
Familiar Allusions. By W. A. and C. 

G. Wheeler, Demy Svo, cl. , y.t, 6d. net. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great 

I/Ien. With Explanatory Notes by 

Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Cr. Svo, cl., 75, 6d. 
The Slang Dictionary : Historical 

and Anecdotal. Crown dvo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 
Vltorda, Facts, and Phrases: A 

Dictionary of Carious Matters, By E 

EdwakdS, Grown Svo. cloth. 3^. 6d 



DONOVAN (DlCKj, Detective 

stories by. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2;. 6d. each. 
In the Grip of the Liaws 
Suspicio n Arousedi 
Cr. 8vo, cl„ is. td. each ; picture cl., 2s. ea, ; 
post Svo, boards, 2s. ea ; cloth, 2s. 6d. ea. 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace, 

Wanted I 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3t. 6d. each. 
Tales of Terror. I Deacon BrodI«. 
Tyler Tat lock, Private Detective. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. td. each : post Svo, 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 25. td. each. 
Chronicles of MiohaelDanevltch. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Tracked and Taken. 
A Detective's Triumphs; 
"SVho Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
Caught at Liast, 
Iiink by Link. I Riddles Read^ 
From I nformation Rece ived. 
The Man-Hunter. Crown Svo, picture 
cloth, 2s. ; post Svo, illust. bds„ 2s. ; cloth 

limp, 2s. td. 

Dark Deeds. Crown &vo, cloth limp, 

2s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 
The Records of Vincent Trill. 

Cr.Svo, cl., is. td. ; pict. cl,, flat bk.. 25. 
Snsplnion Aroused, Ci;own Svo, 
cloth, zs, net. 



DIMNET (ERNEST). — France 

Herself Again. Demy Svo, cloth, 
xO£. net. 



DOSTOEVSKY (FYODOR), 

lletters of. Translated by Ethel 
COLBHRN Mayne. With i6 Illustrations. 
Demv Svo, buckram, "js. 6d. net. 



DOWLINQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran's Money. Cr, Svo. cl.. ^j. ftd. 



DOYLE {A. CONAN).— The Firm 
of Olrdlestone. Cr.Svo, cloth. 3t. td. ; 
Popular Edition, medium Svn. td. 



DRAPER (W. H,). — Poems of 

the Love of Eng-land. i^rown Svo, 
Decorated cover, is. net. 



DU MAURIER (QEORQE), The 

Satirist of the Victorians. By T. 

Martin Wood With 41 illustrations. 
Fcap. 4to, cloth, 7^. td, net. 
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DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. CDNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth, with Portraits. 3J. td. per Vol. 
Ben Jonson's mrorks. With Notes 

and a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM 

GlFFOED. Three Vols. 
Chapman's ITorks. Three Vols.— Vol. 

1. Tbe Plays complete ; Vol.11, Poems 

and Translations, with Essay by A. C. 

SwiNBnRNE; Vol. III. The Iliad and 

Odyssey. 
Alarlonire'B Works. One Vol. 
Masslnger's Plays. One Vol. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children, l^oyal 32mo. cloth, i.s. net 
each. 

1. The Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The School-boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

3. The Story of Iilttle Black 
Sambo, By Helen Bannerman, 
Illustrated in colours. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nellie Bensom. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R. MON- 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 

9. The Iiittle Clown. By T. Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. By Mary Touktel. 
Illustrated in colours. 

11. Iilttle People: an Alphabet. Ry 
H KNRY Mayer and T. W. H . Crosland, 
Illustrated in colours, 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethel Bicknell. 
With Pictures in colours by Carton 
lIooRE Park. 

IS. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by Ruth Cobb. 

17 Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples, Illustrated in colours. 

18, Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colour.s. 

20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse, By Alice M. Appleton, 
Illus. in colours by Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Three Iiittle Foxes. By Mary 
Tourtel. Illustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Han's Bag. By T. W. 
H. Crosland. Illus. bv J. R. Monsell 

23. Three Iiittle Goblins. By M. 
G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 

26. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
ter. Illus. in colours by Ruth Cobb 

2S. Iiittle Yellow 'Wang-lo. By M. 
C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
MACKINNON and Eden Coybee. Illus. 

30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

31. Sammy and the Snarly wink. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and NOR- 
MAN Ault. 

33. Irene's Christmas Party. Bv 
Richard Hunter UIus. by Ruth Cobb. 

34. The Little Soldier Book, By 
Jessie Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Henry Mayer. 

33. The Dutch Doll's Ditties. By 
C. Aubrey Moore. 



DUMPY ^OOV^—contiimed. 

Royal 32mo, cloth. \s. net each. 

36. Ten Iilttle Nigger Boys. By 
Nora CAsy. 

37. HumptyDumpty's Iiittle Son. 
By Helen R. Cross. 

38. Simple Simon. By Helen R, 
Cross. Illustrated in colours. 

39. The Iiittle Frenchman. By 
Eden Coybee. Illustrated in colours by 
K. J. Fricero. 

90, The Story of an Irish Potato. 
By Lily Schokield. Illust. in colours. 



DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), 

Books by, Cr. 8vo, cloth. 7j, td. each. ■ 
The Simple Adventures of a 

Memsahlb. With 37 Illustrations. 
Vernon.'? Aunt. With 47 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3 J. Crf. 



DUTT (ROMESH C.)-— England? 

and India: Progress during One 
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2.?. 



EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE), 

Novels by. 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2i. 
Archie Iiovell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

7,s. 6d. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d, 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— 

Words, Pacts, and Phrases: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious,Quaint,andOut-of-the- 
Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. ^d. 



EQERTON (Rev. J. C.).— 
Sussex Polk and Sussex Ways. 

With Four Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5^, 



EQQLESTON (EDWARD).- 

Roxy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 



ELIZABETHAN VERSE, The 

Book of. Edited, with Notes, by W. S. 
Bkaithwaite. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. bd. 
net ; vellum gilt, 7^. bd. net. 



ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris; 

Recollections of Louis Phihppe and the 
Empire. Cro^wnSvo. buckram, 35. bd. 



BRISTOL^ OBSCURORUiVl 
Virorum (1515-1517). Latin Text, 
with Translation, Notes, &c., by F. G. 
Stokes. Royal Svo, buckram, 25^. net. 



EXETER SCHOOL, The Found- 

ing of. By H. Lloyu Parry. Crown 
4to, cloth, 5?. net. 



EYES, Our : How to Preserve. By 
Ions Browning. Crown Svo, cloth, u 



FAIRY TALES FROM 
TUSCANY, By Isabella M. Ander- 
TON. Square l6mo. cloth 15. t-et. 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 

cellaneous Information. By W. A. and C. 
G. Whekler. Demy Svo, cL, 75. td, net. 
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FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 

of Great Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, "js. 6d. 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post 8vo, cloth^4j, 6d. each. 

She Chemical History of a 
Candle; Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 
Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous lUusts. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each 
other. Edited by William Crookes, 
F.C.S. With Illustrations. 



PARMER (HENRY) Slaves of 

Chance ; A Novel, Cr, 8vo. cloth, 6^. 



FARKAR (F.W., D.D.).— Ruskin 
as a Religious Teacher. Square 
i6mo, cloth, with Frontispiece, is. net. 



PARRER (J. ANSON).— War: 

Three EssaySi Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d, 



FENN (a. MANVILLE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each; 

post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 25. each. 
The New Mistress. 
vritneBB to the Deed. 
The Tiger I<lly. 
The Whi te Virgin. I 

Crown 8vo, cloth, v>. 6rf. each, 
A Woman Worth IBlnnlng. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Black Blood. f In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man ivlth a Shadonr. 
One Maid's Mischiefs 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Pa^te. 
Running Amok. | Black Shadows. 
The Cankerworm. 
So Iilke a Woman. 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
3J. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat b ack, 25. 
POPULAR Editions, medium 8vo, Grf. each. 
A Crimson Crime. 
A IHraman W^orth Winning. 



FILIPPI (ROSINA).— Inhaling : 

A Romance* Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of. By T. Kentish. 
With 267 Illjists. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 31. 6i. 



FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3; . td. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards , 2s, 
' Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 
Bella Donna. | Polly. 
The Ijady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. TlUotson. 
Beventy-flve Brooke Street. 



FISHER (ARTHUR O.).— The 

Land of Silent Feet. With a Frontis- 
piece by G. D. Armour. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6j. ^_ 



FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).— 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by ]. Ellard Gore, F.K.A.S. With Illus- 
trations. Medium 8vo. cloth, ibi. 6d. . 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS 

(The). Set in the beautiful Florence 
Type designed tiy Mr. Herbert P. 
HoRNE. Printed on hand-made paper. 

VlF^nlbas Pnerlsque, Ac. By B. L. Stkvek- 
SON ■Wit^ll3Illu6t^J^tioDB in Coloured Collo- 
type alter the Drawings of Nobman Wilkin- 
son. (235 nambered copies-.) Crown 4to, bds., 
£.2 12s. 6'/ net ; vellnm. £3 3s. net. 

The FlOFBttl OF Iiittle Flovrera of B. 
Francis. Translated by Prol. T. W . Abnold. 
M.A. With 29 lUuBtrationsin Collotype from 
the M8S. in the liaurentian Library. (475 
numbered Oopiee.) Printed in red and blacfc. 
Demy 4to. boards. SOs. net ; vellum. 428. net. 

Songs bafoFB BuiPlBa. By ALasBNON 
Ch ABLES SwiNBUBNB. (476 numbered copies.) 
Printea in red and black. Crown 4to, boards, 
26a net; limp vellum, 36s. net. 

Tbft Marriage of Heaven and Hell ; and 
A Song of Iilbevty. By Williah Blakb. 
With Introduction by P. G. Stokes. Crown 
8TO. boards, 3". 6d. net ; parchment 6«.net. 

Sappho: One Hundred. LyricB-' By Bliss 
CARMAN. Small crown 8vo, boards, 58. net ; 
parchment gilt, 68. net- 

Memorlale dl Malta Statue e Fltture, 
Sono Inclyta Clpta dl Florentia. 
(Edition limited to 450 copies.) Demy svo, 58. 
net : limp vellum, 12s, 6d. net. 

Olvmpla: The Latin Text of Boocaccio*s 
Fourteenth Eclegue, with an English ren- 
dering, and other Bupplementary matter, by 
Israel Gollancz, Litt.D,, and a Photogra^ 
vure facsimile of a part oi the MS. Limited 
to 500 copies fcap. 4to, hands-made paper, 
boards, 6s. net ; vellum, 128. 6d, net. 
' Stevenson's Poems. Complete Bdition. 
Small tcap. 4to; (ilotb, 128. 6d. net ; velvet calf, 
1 88. net. ' 

The Poems of John Keats. Newly arranged 
in chronological order, and Edited by Sir 
Sidney Oolvin.' In 2 volaVsnlall 4to, boards, 
15s. net; buckram, 2is; net. .Labse 1'apbb 
Edition, limited to 250 copies, fcap. 4to, hand- 
made paper, parchment, 3l8. fid. net; vellnm' 
458. net, 

Flanders. The Iilttle Towns of. 12 Wood- 
cuts by Albbbt Dhlstanchb, with a Prefa^ 
tory Letter Iroiji Emilb Vbr^aerbn. Edition 
limited to 500 numbered copies. Demy 4to, 
bds,, I2fi. 6d. net ; vellum, £,1 Is. net. 



FLOWER BOOK (The). By 

Constance Smedley armfield and 
MAXWELL Armfield. targe icap 4to, 
cl., Ss. net ; parchment gilt, js. 6rf. net. 



FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER), 

— Dunib. Crown Svo c l oth. 3^. 6d. 

FORTESCUE'S (MISS) 
REMINISCENCES. With Portraits 
and other lUusts . Demy Svo, cl. , i6^. net. 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI- 
TION (The). Folio, cloth, ioj.6g.net. 



FRANKAU (QILBERT).— Oneof 

U» : A Novel in Verse. Demy Svo, 3j. 6d. 
net : crown Svo. paper, is, net. 
" Tld* Apa " : A Poem, Demy Svo, 
boards, 2^ , 6d. net. 
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FRANCILLON (ft. E.), Novels 

-by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. - , 
One by One. I A Real Queen. 
A Dog and his Shadt>is. 
Ropes of S_and5__WithJ(ll^stralibns. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Romances of the Liaw. 
King or Knave ? I Olympla. 

JackDoyle'sPaughter.Cr.8Yo.cl.3t.6ii. 



FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; 

illustrated boards, 25. e^ch. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. 
The Iiawton Girl. 



FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).— John 

Thorndyke's Cases. Illustrated by H. 
M, Brock, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 
Popular Editio.-j, medium 8vo, 6i. 



FRY'S (HERBERT) Royal 

Guide to the London Charities. 

Edited by JOHN Lane. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



FURNITURE. By Esther Single- 
TOK. VVithlllusts. Roy. 8vo,cl., i6j.ne t, 

QARDENINQ BOOKS. PostSvo, 

Is, each ; cloth, Ij. 6d. each, 
A Tear's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse. By George Glenny. 
Household Horticulture. By Tom 

and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 

Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth, 15. net. 

Vine - Growing in Bngland : 

Practical Guide. By H. M. Tod. With 

lUnsts. Cr.,8vo, bds.. ts. net : cl., is. td. net. 



OARNETT (EDWARD). — The 

Three Great Russian Novelists 
(Tolstoy, Turgenev. Dostoevslcy). 

Crown 8vn, cloth, 65. net. 



GIBBON (CHARLES). Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. td. each ; 

Dost'Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Robin Gray. | The Golden Shaft, 
The Flower of the Forest. 
The Briaes of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of the Meadong . 

Crown 8vo, picture boards, 2s. each. 
For Ijack of Gold. 
-What W^lll the W^orld Say? 
For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 
In liove and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. | Iiovlng a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 
Heart's Delight. I Bloo d-Money. 
The Dead Heart. -Post 8vo, illust.bds. 

2s. ; POP ULAR Edition , medium Svo, td. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. net. 
A Heart's Problem. 
In IJove and War. 



QAULOT (PAUL). ^ The Red 

Shirts: A Talc of 'The Terror.' Trans- 
lated by John de Villiers. Crown 
Svo, cloth, witli Frontispiece by Stanley 
• WOOD, 35. td.) picturecloth; fiat back, 2s. 



QERARD(DOROTHEA).-A Queen 

of Curds and Cream. Cr.Svo. cl . js.bd. 

GIBBS (A^ HAMILTON).— 
Cheadle and Son. Crown Svo. cl., 6s. 



GIBNEY (SOMERVILI^E). — 

Sentenced I Crown Svo. cloth, is.td. 



GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td. each. 
The Freemasons. | Burnt Spioes. 
Ships of Desire. 

The Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 
picture cover, is. net ; medium Svo, td. 



GILBERT'S (W. S.) Original 

Plays. In 4 Series. Fine-PapeR6Edition, 
Pott 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net each. 

The First Series contaifts : The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion . and ■ Galatea — 
Charily — The Princess^ — The Palace of 
Truth— Trial by Jury— lolanthe. 

The Second Series contains : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — ' 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Sorcerer—' 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and ' Guildenster^ — Patience—:^ 
Princess Ida — The Mikado— Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard— The Gon- ' 
doliers — The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

The Fourth Series contains : The Fairy's 
Dilemma — The Grand Duke—His Excel- 
lency— 'Haste to ,the Wedding' — Fallen 
Fairies— The Gentleman in Black— liran- 
tinghame Hall — Creatures of Impulse — 
Randall's Thumb— The Fortime-hunter 
— Thes pis. With Portrait of the Author. 

Eight Original Comic Operas. 
Two Series, demy Svo, cL, 2s, td, net each. 

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates of 
Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains : The Gon- 
doliers—The Grand Duke— The Yeomen 
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddigore— The Mountebanks 
—Hast e to the Wedding, , 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book. Compiled by A. Watson. 
Royal i6mo, cloth. 2s, td. ; decorated 
cover, IS. net. 



aiSSlNG (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. td. each. 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of Mallerstang. 
AnAngel' s Portion. | B allol Qarth 
The Dreams of Simon Usher. Cr, 
Svo, cloth, 35. td. ; Cheap Edit., is. net. 
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GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Puke, Costermonger. PostSvo, 2s. 



OLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6d. each : 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2;. each.- 
Tlie Iiost Heiress. With 2 lUusts. 
l^lie Fossicker: A Romance of Mash- 

onaland. Two lUusts. by Hume Nisbet. 
A Fair C olonist. With Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each. 
The Golden Rock. 'With Frontispiece. 
Tales from the Veld. Withi2lUusts. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 

by J. S. Crompton, R.I. 
^ JS. Fair Colonist. Cr. 8vo. cl., is. net. 



QLOVER (JAMES). — Jimmy 
Glover and His Friends. With Illus- 
trations. DemySyo, cloth. 7j. 6d. net. 



GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives 

of tbe Necromancers. Po.st 8vo, cl., 2s. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

' Tliought, Tlie. By Theodore Tay- 
' LOR. Cr. 8yo, cl., 3J. 6rf. 



GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 

tferbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3^. 6d. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— T^Ies 

of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo^ d., 3s. 6d. 



GRACE, Dr. E. M.: A Memoir. 

By F. S. Ashley-Cooper. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 5^. net. 



GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 
Life of tlie. By Ernst Gdhl and W. 
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. Hdeffer. 
Wifh 545 Illusls. Demy Svo. cl.. 7^, (\d. 



GREEN (F. E.)— The Surrey 

Hilis. Illustrated by Elliott Sea- 
BROOKE. Fcap. 4to, cloth, •js. 6d. net. * 



GREENWOOD (JAMES).— The 

Prisoner in the Dock. Crown Svo, 
cloth, Js. (id. 



GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 

Romance of a Proconsul, By James 
, , Milne. Crown Svo, buckram, ts. 



GRIFFITH (CECIL).— Corinthia 

Marazion. Crown Svo. cloth, ^^s. 6d. 



GRIFFITHS (MajorA.).— N0.99, 

and Blue Blood. Crown Svo. cloth, 2^. 



Q R I M M. — German Popular 

stories, — Collected by the Brothers 
Grimm and Translated by Edgar Tay- 
lor. With an Intro, by John Ruskin, 
Illustrated by George' Cruikshank, 
Square Svo. cloth, fjilt top, 6s. 



p RON E R (AUG USTA). — The 

Man with ttie Black Cord. Trans- 
lated by Grace I, Colbron. With 2 
lilustralinns. Crnwn Svo, cloth. 6^. 



GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 

Nora M. STATHAM. Cr. 8vo, cl., rt. 6d 



HABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontis. and 60 
Ulusts. by Eva Roos. Fcap. 4to, cl., 6j. 



HAIR, The: Its Treatment. 

By Dr. J. PiNCDS. Cr. Svo. 11. ; cl., ts. 6d. 

HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each. 
New Symbols. | The Serpent Play 
Iiegends of the Morro w. 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to. cloth, 8s. 



HALL (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches 

of Irish Character. Illusts. by Cruik- 
shank and others. Demy Svo. cl.. 7s. 6d. 



HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 

The Track of a Storm. Crown Svo, 

picture cloth, flat back, 25. 
Jetsam. Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW).- 

Bvery-day Papers. lUusi. bds.. 2j. 

HAMILTON'S iCOSMO) Stories 

Two Kin gs, &c. Cr. Svo ., cl., 2j. net. 
Crown Svo, Is. net each. 

The Glamour of the Impossible. 

Through a Keyhole. 

Crown Uvo, cloth. 6^. each. 

Nature's Vagabond, &c. 

Plain Brown. 

The Doo r that has no Key. 

Plain Bronrn. Popular Ediiion. 
medium Svo. 6d. ^ 

A Plea tor the younger Genera- 
tion. Crown 8-jo. clotli, 2s. 6d. net. 



HANDWRITING, The Philoso- 
phy of. By DON FELIX DE Salamanca. 
100 Kacsimiles. Post Svo. cloth. 2j. 6£i. 



HAPPV TESTAMENT, The. 

Ey Charles Loundsberry, Illus- 
trated in Colour by Rachel Marshall. 
Post Svo, decorated cover, is. net. 



HAPSBURGS, The Cradle of the. 

By J. W. Gilbart-Smith, M.A. With 
numerous Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth, 5^. net. 

HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. cloth. 3.T. 6d, each 
The Iiesser Bvll. j A Butterfly. 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the Greenwood Tree. Post Svo, cloth, 
35. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth 
limp, 2j. 6d. ; FINE Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth gilt, 2s. net ; leather gilt, js. 
net ; Cheap Edition, medium Svo, 6d. 
Also the Large Type Edition de Luxe, 
with 10 Illustrations in Colour by Keith 
Henderson. Fcap. 410., cloth. 6j. net ; 
velvet calf or parchment. I2j. 6d, net. 
The Pocket Thomas Hardy. t6mo, 
cloth ;*ilt. 2s. net : leather gilt, 3^. net. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER) : 
Uncle Bemus. With 9 Coloured and 

50 other Illustrations by J. A. Shepherd. 

Fcap. 4to cloth, gilt top, 6,s. 
Nights with Uncle Remna. With 

8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 

J.A.Shephebp. Fcap- 4to, cloth, 6j, 
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HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION. (Ten 
Volumes now ready). Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3f. 6d. each. 
Vol. I. Poetical and Dramatic 

Works. With Porftait. 
„ H. The Luck of Roaring Camp- 
BohemianPapers— American 
Legends. 
„ III. Tales of the Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches. 
„ IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
„ V. Stories — Condensed Novels. 
„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
,, VII. TalesofthePacificSlope— II 
With Portrait by John Pettik. 
„ VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 
„ IX. Buckeye and Chapparkl. 
., X, Tales of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte's Choice IPorksin Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, %^. 6d. 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, biickram, 45. 6d. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
8vo. picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Mavnja. Crown 8vo, cloth, Jj. 6d. ; post 

8vo, picture boards, 2s. ; ctoth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Pott 8vo, cloth. 2s. net ea. ; leather, 3,9. net ca. 

MIlss, Iiuck of Roaring Camp, Ike 

Condensed Novels, Both Series. 

Complete Poetical gfo rks. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6.v. each. 

On the Old Trail. I Trent's Trust. 

Under the Redwoods. 

From Sandhill to Pine. 

Stories In Light and Shadow. 

Mr. Jack Hamlin's M ediation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illu'-.trated boards, 2s. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. 

A THralf of the Plains. With 60 Illus 
tratiops bv Sts.nley L, WOOD. 

A IBTard of the Golden Gate. Will. 
59 Illustrations by Stanley L, WOOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6d. each. 

The Bell-SintfeF of Angel's, &c. 
With 30 Illusts. by Dudley Hardy, &c. 

Clarence : A Story of the American War. 
Wi I h 8 Illustrations by A, Tule Goodman, 

Barker's IiUck, So. With ,30 Illustra- 
tions by A. FoRESTiER, Paul Hardy, Sec. 

Devil's Ford, &c. 

The Crusade of the 'Excelsior.' 
With Frontis. by J. BERNARD Partridgk. 

Tales of Trail and Town. With 
Frontisp iece by G. P. Jaco mb-Hood 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; picture cloth 
flat back, 2s. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. 
A PFOt£g£e of Jack Hamlin's. 

With numeious Illustrations. 
Sally Dows, &o. With 47 Illustrations 
by W. D. Almond and oth ers. 

' Post 8vo, illus, bds., 2s. each ; cloth, 25, 6d. each , 
Flip. 
A Phyllis of the Sierras. 



HARTE (BRET)— rtmiinuia. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Iiuck of Roaring Camp, and Sen- 
sation Novels Condensed. Also 
in picture cloth at same price. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Callforni an Stories. 

A Ward of the Golden Gate. Or. 

8vo, cloth, Is. net. 



Three Partners. Medium 8vo, 6d. 
NewT Condensed Novels. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 3i, 6d. : Cheap Edition, is. net. 

The Lilfe of Bret Harte. By H. C. 

Merwin. With II Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, clotti, las. 6d. net. 



HASELDEN, W. K.— The Sad 

Bxperiencesof BIsrandLittleWiliie. 

Tl^irty-six Cartoons reprinted from The 
Daily Mirror. Demy 4to, cloth, 55. net 
(limited to 500 copies signed by Ihe 
author). Paper cover, i.t. net. 



HAWEISfMrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dress. Witli 32 Jilu^tia- 
tions. Post 8vo, IS. ; cloth, r^. dd. 

Chancer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece, Demy 8vo. cloth. 2s. 6d. 

Chancer for Children. With 3 
Coloured Plates anfl 30 Woodcuts. 

Crown 4to. cloth, 3,?. 6r/. 



HAWTHORNE MULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^, 6d. 

each; postSvo.illastratcdboards, 2j. each. 
Garth. | Ellioe Quentln. 
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
D. Poindexter's Dlsanpearance. 
The Spec tre of the Ca mera. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s, fid. each. 
Sebastian Strome; 
Xfove— or a Name, 
Miss Cadogna. Illustrat-^d^boirds. 2.f. 



HEAD (Mrs. HENRY).— A 
Simple Guide to Pictures. With 34 
Illustrations (24 in Colour). Fcap. 4to, 
, cloth, 55. net. 

HEALY"~(CHWS1, Books by^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth. (i.f. each 
Confessions of a Journalist. 
Heirs of Reuben. I Mara. 
The Endless"Heri tagaTCr, Rvo, <!.t. 6d. 



HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de Blron. Crown 8vii. cloth, 35. td. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Page. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.?. dd. 

HENTY (G. A.), Novels by. 

Rujub, the Juggler. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3^. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td, each. 
The Queen's Cup. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Colonel Thorndybe'B Secret. 
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HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 
Junia. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6^. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. td. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, is. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 

Treason-Felony. Post 8vo. boards, is. 
The Common Ancestor. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3j. t)d. ■ ■ 



HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL).— The 

Lover's Creed. Cr. 8vo. cL, 3j. td. 



HOFFMANN (PROF.). — King 

Koko. A Ma gic Story. Cr.Svo. el . . 15. n et 

HOFFMANN.TALESOF. Retold 
from OFFENBACH'S Opera. By 

Cyril Falls. lUnstrated in. Colour by 
A. Brantingham Simpson, R.O.I. Small 
4to, cloth. 6^. net ; velvet calf. I2j. 6rf. net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go for a 

By several well-known Authors. Crown 
8vo, cloth, Is. td. ' 



HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A.), 

Books by, Dy. 8Vo. cl., 7^. 6<^. net each. 

Notes on tlie Science of Ficture- 

mabing. With. Photoeravure Frontis. 

Notes on the Art of Rembrandt. 

, With Frontispiece and 44 Plates. 



HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL). 
Tlie Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
1 Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo. cloth, 2s. net ; leather. 3^. net. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

. /Works in Prose and Verse. With 
Life o£ the Author. Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,?. td. 



HOUGHTON (MARY). — in the 

Enemy's Country. With -t Foreword 

by Edward Garnett. , Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 5s. net. ' _^ 



HUEFFER (FORD MADOX), 

No vels by . Crown 8vt>', clotb, ts. each . 
A Call : The Tale of Two Passions. 
The Young Iiovell. 



HUGO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, cloth. %s. td. 

HULL (ELEANOR), Selected and 
Annotated by.— The Poem-book of 
the Qael. With Decorations frpm Irish 
MSS. Small crown 8vo, cloth, 65. net. 



HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 

The Lady From Nomrhere. Cr, gvo, 

cloth, 3s. td.\ picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

8vo. cloth, ss. td. 
The Wheeling Light. Grown 8vo, 

cloth, gilt top. 6s. . ' ■ 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

Humorous Works. With Life and 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. 



HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. td, each. 
'Twixt Love and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carrlconna. 
Mell HafFenden. With 8 Illustrations. 
For Freedom. 



HORNE (R. HENQIST).— Orion. 

With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth. '7s. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth. 6s. each. 

Bellamy the Magnificent. * 

Lord Ca mmarlelgh's Secret. 

Israel Ra nk; Crown 8vo . cloth, 3s. td. 

Popular Editions, crown 8vo, cloth, with 

DJctorial outer covers. 2s. net each. 
Bellamy the Magnificent. 
Israel Rank. 



HORNUNG (E. W.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, t,s. td. each. 
Stlngar ee. | A Thief in the Night. 
The Shadow of the Rope. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 3s, td, \ pictorial cloth, 3s. net. 



HUNQERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. - Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. td. each ; post 8vo, 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. td. each. ~ 

The Professor's Experiment. 

Lady Yerner's Flight. 

Lady Patty. I Peter's IPife. 

The Red-House Mystery. 

An Unsatisfactory Lover. ' 

A Maiden All Forlorn. 

A Mental Struggle. ' .' 

Marvel. T A Modern Circe. 

In Durance Yile. I April's Lady. 

The Thre e Graces. I Mo ra CrUna. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. td. each. 

An Anxious Moment. 

A Point of Conscience. 

The Com ing of Chloe. | Lovice. 
Popular Editions, iff dium 8vo, ti. each. 

The Red-House Mystery. 

A Modern Circe. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6i2.'each ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Leaden Casket. , 

Self-Condemned. '' 

That Ot her Person. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. td. 

Thornicroft's Model. With a Prefa- 
tory Chapter by Violet Hunt. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 2s. net. 

The Governess. By Mrs. Alfred Hitot 
and Violet Hunt ; with a Preface by 
FORD Madox Hueffer. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 



HUNT(VIOLET).-The Desirable 

Allen at Home InQermany. With 
additional Chapters by FpRD Madox 
HUEFFER. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 



HUTCHINSON (W. M.).— Hints 
on Colt- Breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 
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HYAMSON (ALBERT).— A His- 
tory of the Jews in BnKland. With 
- 18 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 4J. 6d. net. 



HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 

Antholojfies compiled by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, full gilt side, gilt top, Js. net each ; 
velvet calf, ^s, 6d. net each. Also, FlKE- 
Paper Editions, without Illustrations, 
in the St. Martin's Library. PottSvo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2j. net each ; leather, gilt 
edges, 31. net each. 

Tlie Otaarm of Venice : an Anthology. 
With 13 111. in Colour by Harald Shnd. 

The Ctaarm of Iiondon. With iz 
lUusts. in Colour by YosHio Marking. 

The OhaFm of Parli. with 12 iiius- 

(rations in Colour by'HARRY MORLEY. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. With 
12 lllusts. in Colour by Harry Morley. 



nv(Ce(MABEL)7lNoveii~by; 

Each with Frontispiece, cr. 8vo, c\.,6s. each. 
The 'Wisdom of Waiting. 
The Commonplace & Clementine. 



INCHBOLD (A. C), Novels by, 
The Road of No Return. Cr. 8vo. 

clotjl. 3s. 6d. 
Iiove In a Thirsty Iiand. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth, 6s, 



INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of 

Them- Crown 8vo, u. ; cloth, i.t. 6d. 



IRVING (WASHINGTON).— Old 

Christmas. Square i6mo. cl.. is. net. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 
the Queen's Hounds. Cr. 8vo, cl. is.6d. 



JAMES (G. W.). — Scraggles 

T^e atory of a Sparrow. With 6 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
decorated binding, i^. net. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8vo. cloth. 5^. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Pageant of Summer. Long 
fcap. decorated cover, is. net. 

The Iilfe of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 2s.6d. ; LARGE Type, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net 
leather, gilt edges, 3j. net. Also a New 
' Edition, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. Clarke, cr. Svo, cl., 5j. net. 

The Open Air. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Laroe type. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth, gut top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt 

' ' ■ edges, 3s. net. Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by Ruth 
" ' DOLLMAN, crown Svo, cloth 51. net. . 

Kature near Iiondon. Crown Svo, 
buckram, 6s. ; post Svo, cl., zs. 6d.^ Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo, cl., 
gilt top, 21. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3j.net. 
Also a New Edition, with 12 Illus- 
trations in Colours by Ruth Dollhan, 
crown Sv o, cloth, Si. net. 

The Pocket Richard Jefferles: 
Passages chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cl6th gilt, 21., net ; leather gilt, 3s. net. 



JENKINS (HESTER D.).-Be- 
liind TurKisii Lattices. With 24 
Illu-itrations. Crown Svo. cloth, 6j. net. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 llJustrations by J, Ber- 
nard Partridge. Fcap, 4to, is. 



JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 

Post Svo, ts. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent 
Househol d Horticultu re. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 

Svo, cloth, 15. net. 



JOFFRE (General).— My March 

to Timbuctoo. With a Character Sketch 
by tRNEST DlMNET. Cr. Svo, cloth, 2S. 
net. 



JOHNSTONE (Arthur).- Recol- 
lections of R. L- Mevenson in tile 
Pacific. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. net. 



JONES (CECIL DUNCAN). 
Tiie Everlasting Search : A Ro- 
mance. Crown Svo. cloth, 6^. 



JONSON'5 (BEN) Works. With 
Notes, etc., by William Gifford, 
Edited by Colonel Cunningham. Three 
Vols., crown 8vd, cloth. 35. 6d. each. 



JOSEPHUS, The Complete 

Works of. Translated by William 
Whiston. Illustrated. Two Vols., 
demy Svo, cloth, $s. net each. 



KEATS (JOHN), The Poems of. 

Arranged chronologically, and Edited by 
Sir Sidney Colvin. Printed in the 
Florence Press Type. 2 vols., small 
4to, boards, 15^,. net ; tnickram, 21.?. net. 
Large Paper Edition, fcap. 4*0. hmited 
to 250 copies, parchment, 315. 6d. net ; 
vellum, 455, net. 



KEMPLING (W.BAILEY-).— The 

Poets Royal of England and Scot- 
land. With 6 Portraits. Small Svo, 
parchment, 65. net; vellum, 7.r. 6cf. net. 
(See also King's Classics, p. ifi.) 



KERSHAW (MARK).— Colonial 

Facts and Fictions. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. \ cloth, 25. 6d. 



KEYNES (HELEN MARY), 
Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 

(The Spanish Marriage. 

Hoaour the King, 

Kliakl Iiibrary, The. A Series of 
Copyright Novels. Crown Svo, cloth, 
Is. net. Full list on application. 



KING (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
' The HITearlng of the Green.' 
Fasaion'B Slave. | Bell Barry. 
A Drai&n Game. Crown Svo, doth 

3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
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KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 

A History of Babylonia and Assyria 

from Prehistoric Times to the 

Persian Conquest. With Plans and 

Illustrations. 3 vols, royal 8vo, clolh. 

Each vol, separately, i8s. net ; or the 3 

vols, if ordered at one time,;£2 105. jaei. 

Vol, I.— A History of Sumer and 

Akkad ; An account of the Early 

Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 

Times to the Foundation of the Baby 

Ionian Monarchy. [Ready, 

„ II.— A History of Babylon from 

the Foundation of the Monarchy, 

about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest of 

Babylon by Cyrus, B.C. 539. [.Shortly 

„III.— A History of Assyria from 

the Earliest Period until the Fall of 

Nineveh, B.C. 606. [Preparhis- 



KING'S CLASSICS (The) 

Under the General Editorship ol Prof. Iseael 
(tOLLASCz, D.Litt. Post 8V0, quarter - bound 
antique grey boards or red cloth, 1«. 6d. net ; 
Double vols., 3». net. Quarter vellum, grey cloth 
Hides, as. 8d. net: Double Vols., 5s.net. Three- 
quarter vellum, Oxford side-papers, gilt top, 5r. 
net : Double Vole., 7«. fid. net. *■ signlfleH Double 
Volumes. * can be supplied for School use iu 
wrappers at Is. net each. 
1. The Love of Books : the Fhlloblblon of 

KloharddeBupy. Trans. byE.O.THOsrAS. 
t^2. Six Dramao of Oaldaron. Trans by Ed 

FitzGbrai.d. Edited by H. Oelsseb, M.A 
«3. The Chronicle of Jocelin of Bcakelond. 

Ti-a^is. from the Latin, with Notes, by L. I). 

Jake, M.A. Introd. by Abbot Gasqubt. 

4. Iiilfeof BlF Thomas Mope. By Willi au 

HopjsB. With Letters to and from his 
Daughter. 

5. Elkon Basllike. Bd. by Ed. Almaok, F.S.A. 

6. Kings' LettSFB. Part I. : From Alfred 

to the Coming of the Tudors. Edited by 
ROBBttT Stbelh, F.S.A. 

7. Kings' Ijotteps. Part II. : From the Early 

Tudors ; with Letters of Henry Till, and 
Anne Boleyn. 

*S. Chaucer's Knight's Tale. In inodtrn 
Engliah by I'rof. SKRAT. 

•O. Chaucer's Man of Iiamr's Tale, Squire's 
TalOi at^d Nun's Priest's Tale. In 
modern Engliahhy Prof. Skba^. 
*10. Chaucer's Prioress's Tale? Pardon 
er's Tale, Clerk's Tale, and Canon's 
Veoman's Tale. In mndern Engiiith by 
Prof. SKBA.T. (Bee also Nob. ii,47, 48.) 

11. The Romance of Fnlk Fltzwarlne. 

Translated by Alice Kemp - Welch ; 
Introduction by Prof. BaANDiN. 

12. The Btory of Cupid and Psyche. 

From "The Golden Ass/' Adlisotox's 
Translation. Edited by w H. D. Roc^k. 

13. Iiife of USargaret Oodolphln. By Jons 

Evelyn. 

14. Early Lives of Dante. Translated by 

Rev. P. H. WlOKBTKED. 

15. The FalstafI Letters. ByjAiiEBWHiTB: 

16. Polonius. By Bdwabd FitzGebai.d. 

17. Mediaeval Lore. From BARTHOL03r.;i:n8 

Angliods. Edited by Robhbt Steele. 
With Preface by William Morris. 

18. Tha Vision of Piers the Plowman. 

By William Lanqland. In modeim Eng- 
l■i8^ bv Prof. Skeat. 

19. The Gull's Hornbook. By Thomas 

Dekkbr. Edited by R. B.MoKBRnow,M.A. 
t20 The Nun's Rule, or Ancren Rlwle. in 
modern English. Edited by Abbot 
Gasquet. 

21 Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Mon- 
mouth. Edited by G. H. pdwbf.l. 

22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. Trans 
lated by A J. Grant. (See also No. 45.) 



KING'S QLkSSXCS—coHtifiued. . 

23. Cicero's "Friendship," "Old Age," and 
"Sciplo's Dream." Edited by W. H. D. 
UOUHE. Litt.D. 

+ 24. Wordsworth's Prelude. With Notes by 

W. B. WORHKOLD, M.A. 

25. The Defence of Ouenevere, and other 
Poems by William Morris. With In- 
troduction by Robert Btkmlb. 

28. 27. Browning's Men and Women. 

Notes by w. B. WoRSFOLD.M.A.ri^Ttstlvls. 
£8. Poe's Poems. Notes by Edward Huttos- 

29. Shakespeare's Sonnets. Edited by C C. 

>iT0PB8. 

30. George Eliot's Silas Marner. With In- 

troduction byl)r. R. Garnbtt. 

31. Goldsmith's Tiear of Wakefield. With 

Introduction by Dr. R. Garnett. 

32. Charles Raade's Peg WofUngton. With 

Introduction by Dr. R. ijarkbtt, 

33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 

By AxNB Manning. With Preface by 
Dr. R. Garnett. (See also Nob. 4, 46.) 

34. Sappho : Ono Hundred Lyrics. By 

Bliss carman. 

35. Wine, Women, and Song : Medlffival 

Latin Students' Songs. Translated, 
M'ith Tntrody by .r.ADDiNaTos kymondp, 

36. 37. George Pattie's Petite Pallace of 

Fettle His Pleasure. Edited by Prof. 
I. GOLLANCZ. \In Two Volumca. 

38. Walpole's Castle of Otranto. With 

Preface by Miss Spurqeon. 

39. The Poets Royal of England and 

Scotland. Original foems by Royal and 
Noble Persons, Edited by W. Bailey 
Kbuplino. 

40. Sir Thomas More's Utopia.' Edited by 

Robert ^teelb, F.S.A. 
*41. Chaucer's Legend of Good Women. 
In modern JingiiaJi by Prol Skeat. 

42. Swift's Battle of the Books, <bo. Edited 

by A. Gdtiikblch. 

43. Sir William Temple upon the Ga»1ens 

of Epicurus, with other XVIIth 
Century Essays, Edited by A. Forbes 
Sibvbking, F.S.A. 

45. The Song of Roland. Translated by 

Mrs. 0R08LAKD. With iBtroduction by 
Prof. Brandin. (See also No. 22.) 

46. Dante's Vita Nuova. The Italian text, 

with ftOBSETTi's translation, and Introd. 

by Dr. H. Oelsner. fSee also No. u.) 
*47. Chaucer's Prologue and Minor Poems. 

In modem JSnglish by ProtSKEAT. 
^48. Chaucer's Parliament of Birds and 

House of Fame, in ■modem EngliBh by 

Prof Skbat 

49. Mrs. Gaskeli's Cranford. with Intro- 

duction by R. Brlmlky Johnson. 

50. Pearl, An English Poem of the Fourteenth 

Century. Edited, with Modern Rendering, 
by Prol I. Gollasoz. rPreM""(/- 

51. 52. Kings' Letters. Parts lit and IV. 

Edited byRonaiiTSTB(eLE,F£.A, 

lln Two Volvmea. Prejtariiig. 

53. The English Correfipondenoe of Saint 

Boniface. Traua. by Edward Kvlik.M.A. 

56. The Cavalier to His Lady: XVllth 

Century Love Songs. Edited by Frank 

. SIDQWIOK. 

57. Asser'B Life of King Alfred, Translated 

by L. 0. Jake, M.A. 

58. Translations from the Icelandic. 

Translated by Rev. w. C. urbbn, M.A. 

59. The Rule of St. Benedict- Translated 

by ABBOT Gasquet. 

eo. Daniel's "Delia" and Drayton's 
"Idea.'' Ed. by ARnNDELLEsi)Ali.R,M.A. 

61. The Book of the Duke of True Lovers. 
Translated from Christine de Pisan by 
ALICE KEMP- Welch. 

02. Of the Tumbler of Our Lady, and other 
Miracles. Translated from Gautib r db 
CoiNci, &c.. by ALICE Kemp-Wbloh. 

63. The Chatelaine of Yergl. Translated 
by Alice Kbmp-Welch. With Introduc- 
tion by L. Beandik, Ph.D. 
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KNIQHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). —The Patient's Vade 
Mecum: How to Qet Most Benefit 
Irom Medical Advice. Crown 8vo. 
cloth. Ij. fid. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Collected 

Works in Prose and Verse, incl'jdin.y 
' Poetry for Cliildren ' and ' Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 31. 6rf. 
The Essays of BUa. (Both Se:-ics.1 
Fink Paper EDiTiON.pott 8vo, cloth, jiilt 
top, 2s. net; leather, .dlt edges, 35. net. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). —The 

President of Boravia. Cr. 8vo, cl. 35. 6rf. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 

— Tae Thousand and One Nights, 

comnvnly called in Enjjland Tlie 
Arabian Nights' Bntevtain- 
meDts. Illustrated by W. Harvky. 
With Preface by Stanley Lane-Poole. 
3 Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 55. net each. 



LASAR (CHARLES A.).— Prac- 
tical Hints for Art Students 

Illustrated. Post Svo. cloth, is. 6d, net. 



LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, Js. 6d. each ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Patricia Kemball. | lone. 

The Atonement of Learn Sundas, 

The Ifforld Well Lost. 12 Illusts. 

The One Too Many. 

Under mrhich Lord 7 With 12 Illusts. 

■ my Love.' | Sowing the IgTlnd. 

Faston Carem. I Dulcie Eiverton. 

'WTith a Sillien Thread. 

The Rebe l of t h e Fa mily. 

An Octave ot Friends. Grown Svo, 
cloth. 3j. 6d. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. net. 

Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi- 
tion, medium Svo. 6rf. 



LONDON CLUBS: Their His- 
tory and Treasures. By Ralph 

Nevill. With Colfuired Frontispiece 

and 8 Plates. Demy Svo, cloth, 7^. 6d. net. 

Clubs and Club Life in London. 

By John Times. AVith 41 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6rf. 



LAURISTOUN (PETER).— The 

Painted Mountain. Cr. Svo. cloth, h.v. 



LEHMANN (R. C). — Harry 

Pludyerat Cambridge, andConver' 
sational Hints for Young: Shooters 

Cruwn Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



LEITH (MRS. DISNEY).— The 
Children of the Chapel. Includin|> 
a Jloraiity Play, The Pilgrloiage of 
Pleasure, by A. C. Swinbuk\e 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 



LELAND (C. Q.).— A Manual of 
. Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
grams. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND).— 

iViadame Sans-Q£ne. Translated by 
John de Villiers. Post Svo. cloth, 
3s. Cirf. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; POPULAR 
Edition, medium Svo. 6d. 



LEYS (JOHN K.).— The Lind 

says. Post Svo. illust. bds.. 2s. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A. Tragedy 

in Marble. Crown Svo. cloth, ^s. 6d. 



LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Crown'Svo, cloth, 3J. 6rf. each. 
Rhoda Robe rts. | The Jacobi te. 

LITTLE (MAUDE), Novels byT" 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
At the Sign of the Burning Bash 
A Woman on the Threshold 
The Children's Bread. 



LORIMER (NORMA).— The 

Pagan Woman. Cr. Svo. cloth, 3.t. dd. 

Lucas (ALICE). — Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrases. 

Post Svo. half-parchnic-nt, 2s. net. 



LUCAS (E. v.), Books by. 
Anne*s Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. Bucklakd. and 
Coloured End -Papers and Cover by 
F. D. Bedford. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

A Book of Verses for Children. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

Three Hundred G'ames and Pas- 
times, hy E. V. Lucas arid Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott 4I0. cloth, 6f. net. 

The Flamp, and other Stories. 
Roval i6mo, cloth, is. net. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce. Crown Svo, cloth, 31, td. ; post 
Svo. illustrated boards, zs. 



LYRE D' AMOUR (La).-An An- 
thology of French Love Poems. 

Selected, with Introduction and Notes, 
bv C. B. Lewis. With Photogravure 
Krontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 54-. net. 



LLOYD (Theodosia).— Innocence 

in the Wilderness. Cr. Svo, cloth, 65. 



McCarthy (JUSTIN), Books by. 

A History of the Four Georges 

and of William the Fourth. 

Foiir Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 12s each, 
A History of Our O-nm Times 

from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Efecfion of 1880, Library 
Edition. Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 
12^. each. — Also the Popular Edition, 
in Four Vols., crown Svo, cloth, ts. each] 
—And the Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1S86, 
in 2 Vols., larpe post Svo, cloth, i^.r. 
A History of Our Onm Times, 
Vol. v., from 18S0 to the Diamond Jubilee. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 12s. ; crown Svo. cloth 6*! 
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McCarthy (JUStin).— coK/»«aerf. 

A History of Our Omni Times, 

Vols. VI. and VII., from 1897 to Accession 
of Edward VII, 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
24J,; crown 8vo. cloth. 6^. each. 

A "Short History of Oar Ornn 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, :6s.; also the Popular Edition, 
post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. net ; and the Cheap 
Edition (t otheyearrSSoy med. Svo, ea. 

Our Book of Memories. Letters 
from Justin McCarthy to Mrs; Camp- 
bell Peaed. With Portraits and 
Views. D emy '8vo, cloth, t2s. 6d. net. 

Fine Paper Editions. , 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 

The Reltf n of Queen Anne, in i Vol. 

A History of the Four Qeorges 
and of William IV., in 2 vols. 

A History of Our Own Times from 
Accessio n of Q. Victoria to iqoi, in 4 Vols, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^.61^. each ; post Svo, pict. 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 61^. each. 

The'Vaterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Da,utfhter. 

A Fair Saxon. | Iiinley Rochford. 

DearliadyDlBdain. | The Dictator. 

Miss Misanthrope. With 12 lUusts. 

Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 

Caml61a. 

Red Dia monds. | The R iddle Ring, 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. , 

The Three Disgraces. | Mbnbnla, 

Julian R evalstone. 

•The flight Honourable.' By Justin 
■MtQARTHY and Mks. Campbell Praed. 
|Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. '. 



McCarthy (J. H.), works by. 
The French Revolution. (Consti 

tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols. 

.demy Svo, cloth, 12s, each. , 
An Outline of the History of 

Ireland. Crown &vo, is. ',cloth,is.6d. 
Hafizin Iiottdon. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Our Sensation Hovel. Crown Svo, 

ts.'; cloth, IS. 6d.. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, u, 
Xilly Iiass. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
A l^ondon Legend. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



MACDONALD (Dr. OEORQE), 

Books by. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Ten Vols., l6m6,ijroUer cloth, 2s. 6d. each , 
Also in- i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per 
Vol.; leather, gilt top, 3s. net per Vol. 
Vol. 1. Within and Without— The 
Hidden Life, 
II, The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— BOOK of Sonnets- 
Organ Songs, 
III. Violin Songs— Songs of the 
Days and Nights— A Book 
OF Dreams— Roadside Poems 
—Poems for children. 
„ IV, Parables — Ballads — Scotcb; 
„ V. & VI. Phantastes [Songm 
„ VII. The Portent, ■ 

„ VIII. The Light Princess — The 

Giant's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX CROSS Purposes— Golden Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow 
o'RivvEN— The Castle^The 
BROKEN SWORDS— The Gray 
Wolf— Uncle C ornelius. 
Poetical Works. 2 Vols., cr. Svo, 
bucltram, 12s. ; pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 
2s. net per vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. 
net per vol. 
Heather and Snomr. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
lilUth. C rown Svo, cloth, 6s . 
The Pocket George MacDonald: 
Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo 
cloth gilt,2s. net ; leather gilt, 3s. net. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 
A Blow over the Heart. 
The Private Detective. 
Sentence d to Death. 
The Mystery of I^incoln's Inn. 

Crown Svo, doth, 3s. 6rf.i CHEAP 

Edition, picture cover, is. net. 
Her Honour. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

CHEAP Edition, cloth, is, net. 
The Tffoman Wins. Cr. Svo, cloth, 6s. 



MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).— Inter- 
ludes and Undertones. Cr.8va,cloth,6s. 



MACKAY (HELEN).— Half 

Loaves : A Novel. Cr. Svo, cloth, 6j. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His 
toi-y ol Bngland. Laege Type, Fine 
Papee Edition, in 5 vols, pott Svo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. : leather, 
gilt etiues, 3.?. net per vol. , 



MACKAY (WILLIAM). —A 

Mender of Nets. Crowngvo. cloth, 6s. 



MAC COLL (HUGH).— Mr. 

•stranger's Sealed Packet. Cr. Svo, 
' cloth 3s. 6d. ; p6st Svo, illus. boards. 2s. 



M c C U R D Y (EDWARD).— 

Essays in Fresco. With 6 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, buckram. 5s, net. 



MACDONELL (AGNES).— 
Otmker Cousins. Post Svo, boards, 2s. 
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MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. Hepworth, 
, With 10 lUusts. Cr, Svo, is. ; cloth, isTiSd. 



MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 

the Original, 3 ft. by 2ft.,''with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5s. 



MALLOCK (W. H.). Works by. 

The New Republic. Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, as. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, ss. net ; also post Svo, 
"illustrate d boards, 2s. 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 

Is Life WoFth IilTlng? Cr. Svo, 6s. 



CRMTO & WINDUS. in ST. MARTIN'S LANE. LONDON, W.C. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).- 

Mort d' Arthur, Selections from, edited 
bv B. M. Ranking. Post 8vo. cloth, 2t. 



MARQUERITTE (PAUL and 

VICTOR;, Novels by. 
The Disaster. Translated by F. Legs. 

Crown 8vo, clotli, 31. 6A WAR Edition, 

clotii, zs. net. 
Vanity. Translated by KS.West. .Crown 

8vo. cloth, Portrait-Frontispiece, is. net. 
The Qonmiune. Translated by F. Lees 

and R. B. D0.UGLA5, tr.. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



MASTER OF GAME <THE) : 
The Oldest Bnelish Book on 
Huntine. By Edward. Second Duke 
of York? Edited by Vfi A. ^nd F. 
BAlLLIETGRomrAN. With- Intrbduction 
"by Theodore Roosevelt. Photogravure 
' Frontis. and 23 Illustns. Large cr. 8vo. 
cl.. 7.;. 6d. net : parchment, 105. 6cl, net. 



MARKINO (Yoshioi, Books by. 
A Japanese Artist In liondon. By 

YosHio Makkino. With 8 Illusts. in 
Three Colours and 4 ii^ Monoclirome by 
the Author. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 

My KecoIIectlons and Reflec 
tlons. By YosHio- Marking. With 
9 Illusts. in Colour and 6 in Sepia by the 
Author. Ct6v)a 8?ff," cloth. 6s. net. 

The Charmi- >of' libUdon.' Passages 
selected by A-H. HYATT. With 12 Illusts. 
in Colotir by YOSHIO Marking. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth gilt, 55. net ; velvet calf, 7s. 6d. net. 

Oxford A>om IVlthin. By Hugh de 
S]feLl\'COURT. With a Note and 12 IIlus- 
Trations in Three Coioui^s and 8 in Sepia 
by YosHio Marking., Demy 8vq,,clotb, 
7s. 6d. net . : parchment. 15 s. net. 
Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 20^. net each ; LARGE 

Paper Copies, parchment, 425. net each. 

Also a CHEAP£{i £d.iti6n of each book, 

fcap. 4to, cloth, ys. 6d. net. 

The Colour of Iio^don. By W. J. 
LOFTIE. F.S.A. With Introduction by 
M. H. SPIELMANN, Preface and 48 Illus- 
trations in Colour and, 12 ,in Sepia by 
Ygshio Markino. 

The Colour of Par^s. By MM. Les 
ACADiMICIENS GONCODRT. With Intro- 
duction by L. B£n£:dite, Preface and 48 
Illustrations in Colour and 12 in Sepia 
by YosHio Marking. ' 

The Colour of Rome. By Olavr M. 
Potter. Witli Introduction, by Doug- 
las Sladen, Preface .' ^nd, 48 Illustra- 
tions in Colour and 12 in Sepia by 

YosHio Marking. 

Crown 8vo, cloth 6s. net. 
The Story oflYone Noguchl; By Him- 
self. With 8 Illusts. bv YOSHIO MARKING. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cioth. 35. 6d. 



MARSH (RICHARD), Novels by. 
A Spoiler of Hen^ Crown 8vo, cloth. 
Zs. bd. ; Popular Edition, m ed. 8vo, 6d. 
Crown 8vo. doth, 6s. each. 
Justice— Suspended. 
Marmot— and ner Judges. 
His Liove or His lilta. ■ 



MASSINQER'S Plays. From the 
Text of William Gifford. Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. ■ Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3j. 6dJi 



MASTERMAN (J.).— Hall- a - 

dozen Daughters. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 



MATTHEWS (BRANDER).— A 

Secret of the Sea. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards; 2s. ., • 



MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each, ,, 
Her 'Royal Highness "BToman. 
Betinreen Ourselves. 
Ramble s In Hlfopiahlan d. 
H.R.H. Woman, Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo. 6d. 



MAYCOCK (SirWILLOUQHBY, 
K.C.M.a.) With Mr. Chamberlain in 
the United States and Canada. With 30 
Ilius. ' Bemy 8v6, cloth. 12s. 6d. net. 



MAYNE(ETHELCOLBURN).— 

Browning's Heroines. With Frontis- 
piece and Title in Colour and other 
Decorations by Maxwell ArM^ield. 
Large crown 8vo, fclothj 6s. net. 



MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A. Soldier of Fortune. Crown gvo, 
cloth, ss. 6d.\ post ,8vQ, -Ut ust boards, 2s, 
Crown 8vo, cloth; 3s. 6d. eafii;- 
The Voice of the Charmer. 
In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 
Dr. Rnmsey's Patient. 
On the Brinlc of a Chasm. 
The ISTay of a "Woman. 
A Son of Istamael. , 

An Adventuress. I Rosebiiry. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the 'Way. 
This Troublesome VTorld. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
paper, boards, 5s. jiet per'vol. ^. pigskin 
with clasps, Js. 6d. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
Xjovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of CHRISTINE DE PiSAN. with 
Notes by Alice Kemp-Welch. , Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of otfr,Iiady, 
and other MlraoleB.: l^iranslated 
from the Middle French of GautierjSe 
CoiNCi, &c..with Notes by Alice" Kemp- 
Welch. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Chatelaine of 'Vevgl. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French by ALICE 
Kemp-Welch, with the original Terf, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brakdin. 
Woodcut Title and ,s Photogravures: , 

9. The Babees' B6ok. Edited, 'with 
Notes, by Edith Rickert, Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogfav.urfeg. 

5 The Book of the Divine Con- 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Follgno. Translated by MASy G. 
Steegmann. Woodcut Title and.IUusts. 
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MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The New)-»n/. 
Small crown 8vo, pure rag paper, boards, 
Ss. net per vol. ; pigskin witii clasps, 
'7s. dd. net per vol. 

6. Xbe Iiegend of the Holy Fina, 
Virgin of Santo Gemlnlano. 
Translated by M. Mansfield. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 

7. Early English Romances of 
liOve. Edited in Modern English by 
Edith Rickert. s Photogravures. 

8. Early EngUsli Romances of 
Frlendsbip. Edited, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. 6 Photogravures. 

9. Xhe Cell of Self- Knowledge, 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printed in 
1851. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Edmund Gardner, M.A. 
Collotype Frontispiece in two colours. 

10, Ancient Engllsb Christmas 
Carols, 1900-1700. Collected and 
arranged by Edith EiCKitHT. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, 7j. 6d. net ; pigskin 
with clasps, las. 6d. net. 

11. Trobador Poets : Selections. Trans- 
lated from the Provencal, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by ' Barbara 
Smythe. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and Decorative Initials. 

12. Cliges; A'Romance. Translated with 
an Introduction ' by L. j. Gardiner, 
M.A.Lond., from the Old French of 
Chretien deTroyes. With a Frontisn. 



ME LB A: A Biography, iiy 

Agnes M. Murphy. Wiih Chapters bv 
Madame Melba on The Art or Sing 
ING and on Music AS A Profession. 
Illustrated. Demy 8vo, cloth. 16^. net. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 

QlrVs Engaged. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d. 

MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
The Man nrho was Good. Crown 
fivo, cU, 3 jf. 6d. ; post 8vo, i llust. bds., 25. 
Crown 3vo, ciftth, 3^. dd. each. 
Cynthia. I This Stage of Fools. 



MERWIN (HENRY CHARLES). 
The Life of Bret Harte. With Photo- 
gravure Portrait and 10 Plates. Demy 
8vo, cl , inj. 6d. net. 



METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^. each. 
Inllnences. | Billy. 



MEYNELL (ALICE).— The 

Flower of the Mind ; a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In i6mo, 
cloth, gilt, 2s. net ; leather, 3j. net. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. each. 
The Iione Star Rush. With S Illusts. 
The Belf orts of Culb en. 
Crown 8vo. picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snows. 
Only a Nigger. Crown Svo, cloth 
3J. 6d. ; Cheap Edition, cloth, is. net. 



MINTO (WM.).-Was She Qood 

or Bad ? Crown Svo, cloth, is, 6d. 



MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. cloth. 35. 6d. each. 
Rensha-w Fannlng's Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Haviland's Chum. 
Harley G reenoaji's Ch arge. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 34-. 6d. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s. each. 
The I<uck of Gerard Rldgeley. 
The Kin g's Assegai. With 6 lilnsts. 
The Gun- Runner. Cr. Sv o, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
The Gun-Runner. ,Ji 

The Iiuck of Gerard Rldgeley. '| 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). — 

Hathercourt Rectory. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 35. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. 



MONCRIEFF(W. D. SCOTT-) 

The Abdication : A Drama. With 7 
Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram, 21s. 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemian 
Paris of To- Day. With 106 Illusts. by 
Edouard Cucuel. Smaltdemy Svo,cl..6j. 



MOZART'S OPERAS : a Critical 

study. By E. J. Dent. Illustrated. 
Demy Svo, cloth. 12s. bd. net. 



MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
Baslle the Jester. 

The Gold en Ido l. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From th e Bosom of th e Deep. 
Stories Weird and ISTonderfnl. 

Post Svo. illust. boards. 2j. : cloth, 2s. td. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
A Iiife's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustraiions. 
Val Strange. I A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Nails. | Hearts. 
The laray of the W^orld. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
Cynic Fo rtune. I In D irest Peril. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3^. ttd. each. 
This Iiittle W^orld. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Verse. 
Despair's Iiast Journey. 
V.C. I Verona 's Father. 

His Onrn Ghost. Crown Svo, cloth, 

35. dd. : picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Old Blazer's Hero. Cr. Svo, cl., u. net. 
Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition, 6i, 
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MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
HENRY HBRMAN, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3i-. 6a!, each ; post Svu 

tllustriited boards, 25. each. 
One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
PaulJones'B Alias. With Illustrations. 



NEVILL (RALPH), Books by 
London Clubs: their History and 
Treasures. With g Plates (one Col- 
oured). Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. net. 
The Man of Pleasure. With aS 
Illustrations, Coloured and plain. Demy 
8vo. cloth, I2J. 6d, net. 



O'SHAUQHNESSY (ARTHUR). 

I/(uslc& Moonlight. Fcp.iivo cl.,7s.6i/. 



NEWBOLT (.HENRY). — Taken 

from the Bnemy. With 8 Coloured 

lUusts. by Gerald Leake. Or. 8vo, cl., 

» 3^. 6rf. net ; fcap. 8vo, no Illusts., 1 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated 
board.s, 2s. each. 



NEWTE (H. W. C), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Pansy Meares. [Also Cheap Ed. z^. net. 
A * Young Iiady *: A Study m Selectness. 
The Home of the Seven Devils. 
The Guokoo Lamb. 
A Pillar of Salt. 

Cheaikr Editions. Crown 8vo, picture 
boards, is. net. each. 
Pa n sy Meares. | A 'Young Lady. 



NIJINSKY. THE ART OF. By 

Geoffrey Whitworth. Illustrated in 
Colour by Dorothy Mullock, Post 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 



NiSBET (HUME), Books by. 

'Ball Up I' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 

post 8vo, boards, 2s. : medium 8vo, 6d. 
Dr. Bernard St. Ylncent. Post 8vo, 
'illustrated boards, 2s. 



NOQUCHI (YONE), The Story of. 

Told by Himself. With 8 Illustrations 
by YoSHIO MARKiNO. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 



NORDAU (MAX).— fllorganatlc. 

Trans, by ELIZABETH Lee. Cr. 8vo, cl. 6s. 
NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cl.. 3s. 6d. each ; bds., 2s. each. 
Saint An n's. I Billy Bellew. 
HlssWentworth's Idea. Cr.Svo,3s.6d. 



OHNET (QEORQES), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Dr. Ram ean. | A L ast Love. 
A Weird Qlft. Crown avo, cloth, 3^; 6d 
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post 8vo, illustrated board.s, 2s. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Love's Depths. 
The Honey-maker. 
The liroman of Mystery. 

The Conq ueress. 

Doctor Ram eau. Cr.8vo, cloth, u. net. 



OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by 

Post 8vo, illustrated beards, 2s. each. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Grea test Heiress in England 
Vhltoladles. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 

Illustrations, 3t. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^.6^. 



OLYMPIA: the Latin Text of 

Boccaccio's Fourteenth Eclogue. 

with an English rendering and other 
Supplementary Matter by Israel Gol- 
LANCZ, Litt.D., and Photogravure Front- 
ispiece. Printed in the Florence Press 
Type upon hand-made paper. Edition 
limited to 5co copies, Fcap. 4to, boards, 
6s. net : vellum, 12s. 6d. net. 



Trlcotrln. 

Rufflno. 

Ochmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

Idalla. 

Bimbi. 

Signa. 

Friendship, 

Gallderoy, 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlemaiue'a 

Gage. 
Princess Mapraxine. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
FoUe-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a W^lnter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Piplstrello. 
Tvro Offenders. 
Syrlin. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Rainy June. I The Massarenas. 
The W^aters of Ed era. 

Cheaper Editions, crown 8vo, cloth, flat. 

backs, 2s, each. 
Syrlin. | The Waters of Rdera. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo. 6d. each. 
Under Tvro Flags. Moths. 

Held in Bondage. Puck. 

Strathmore. Trlcotrin. 

The Massarenes. Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Ti«o Little Wooden Shoes. 
Idalla. I Othmar. I Pascarel. 
A Village Commune. (Crown Sv.) 
Folla-Farine. | Princess Napraxlnc 
Wanda. I« Mar emma. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Large 
Type Edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, i j. net. 



Cheap Editions. Cr. Svo, cloth, is. net. 
Rufflno. I Syrlin . 

Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each. 

A Dog of Flanders, The Niirn- 
berg Stove, &c. With S Illustrations 
in Colour by Maria L. Kirk, 

Bimbi: Stories for Children. With 8 
Illustratio ns in Colour by M aria L. Kirk. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY 
Morris. Pott.8vo, cloth, gilttDp, 2s. net: 
leather, gilt edges, 3,?. net. 



OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Cl own Svo, cloth, 3,5. 6d. each. 
The IVIotopxnaniacs. 
Three Speeds Forward. With Illusts, 
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OXFORD FROM WITHIN. By 

Hugh de S4lincoukt. With a Note and 
12 Illustrations in Colour and 8 inSepia 
by YosHio Mar'kino. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
ys. (id. net. ;' parchnlent. 15^. net 



PAGE (THOMAS NELbON),— 
5anta Claus's Partner^ With 8 
Coloured Illustrations by Olga MORGAN. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. -3,5. 6d. net. 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliza's Hus- 

band. Fcap.. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

PANDURANQ HARI; or. 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 2 s. 

PARIS.— Bohemian Paris of To- 

day. By W. C. Morrow. With io6 
Illustrations by E. CUCDEL. Small demv 
8vo, doth, 6s. 
The Illustrated Catalogue of the 
Paris Salon. With about 300 illus- 
trations. Published annuallV. Dy.Svo. 3*. 



PATTERSON (MARJORIE).— 

The Oust of the Road: A Novel. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 



PAUL(MARQARET A.).— Gentle 

and Simple. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.;. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ■■ 



PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^ . 6d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2;. each. 
Iiost Sir ilassingberd. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. 
A County Family. 
Iiess Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. | For Cash Only. 

High Spirits. | Sunny Stories. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Crape from a Thorn. 12 Illusts. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. | At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 
The Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 
The vrord and the Will. 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 
Gugendolln e'g Harves t. 

Post .Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. e.ich. 
Humorous Stories. | From Exile, 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bentlnck's Tutor. 
Walter's W^ord. | Fallen Fortunes, 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Iilke Father, Iiike Son. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
Carlyon's Vear. | Cecil's Tryst, 
Murphy's Master. 
Some Private Yiesrs. 
Found Dead. I 1 Mirk Abbey, 

A Marine Residence. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Not Wooed. But Won. 
Tinro Hundred Pounds Renrard. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. | HThat He Cost Her. 
Kit : A Hemor.y. I Under One Roof. 
Glow- Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Blood. 



PAYN ^AMESy-amliniud. 
A Modern Dick Whlttington. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait o£ Author, 
3s.6d.: picture cloth, flat back,'25. 
Notes from the ' News.' Crown Svo, 

clotn, IS. dd. . , 

Crown Svo, cloth, 15; net, 
A Confidential Agents " ' 
The Wor d and the W Ul. 
Popular Editio.ns, medium Svo, 6<^.,each. 
Iiost Sir Masslngberd. 
W^alter's W^ord. ■ | By Proxy. 



PAYNE (WILL). ^ Jerry the 

Dreamer. "Crown &vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 



PEARS (CHARLES).— From the 

Thames to the Netherlands. Illus. 
trated by the Author. Large crown Svo, 
cloth, 6s. net. 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d. each. 

The Sanyasl. I TheTea-Planter. 

Caste and Creed. Inevitable Law. 

Dilys, I The R ajah. 

Crown Svo, ciolh, 65. each. 
The Unlucky Mark. I Sacrifice. 
Dark Comers. | Love in the Hills. 
The Malabar Magician. 
The Outca ste. | Love in a Palace. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 

TheTea-Planter. I Caste and Creed 

Inevitable Law. I The Sanyasl. 



PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
A Free Solitude. I East of Suez. 
The Wal:erB of Destruction. 
Red Records. ' 

The Stro nger Claim. 
Idolatry. Cr. Svo, cloth. 6s. ; also 2s. net. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
The Stronger Claim. 
The Waters of Destruction. 
Idolatry. | A Free Solitude. 



PETIT HOMME ROUQE (Le), 

Books by. Demy Svo, d., 7j. 6d. net each. 

My Days of Adventure : The Fall 

of France, 1870-71. With Frontisp. 

The Favourites of Louis XIV. 

With 4 Portraits. 
My Adventures in the Commune. 

With numerous Illustrations. I2s.6^.net. 

The Court of the Tullerles, 1852- 

1870. With a Frontispiece. CI.. 5s. net. 



PETRARCH'S SECRET ; or. 

The Soul's Conflict with. Passion. 

Three Dialogues. Translated from the 
Latin ty W. H. DRAPE?. With 2 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. net. 

PHELPS (E, Si).^Jacfci the 

Fisherman. Crown Svo. cloth.' is. 6d. 



PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio; cloth, 2s. 6d, 



PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).— Famous 

Violinists and Fine Violios. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 5s, 
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PICKTHALL(MARMADUKE).— 

,Larkine<idow: A Novel of the Country 
Dii^'ricts. Crown Svo.cloth, 6^. 



PLANCHE (J. R.).— Songs and 

Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s^ 



PLAYS OF OUR FORE 

FATHERS. By C. M. Gayley. Roy. 
8vo, cl.. 12S. 6d. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Live» of .Ulus. 
trious Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by ]. and W. Langhorne, and Por- 
traits. Two Vols., 8vo, half-doth, lo^. 6d. 



POEMS OF THE QREAT WAR 

Fcap. 4to, Is. net, 



POE'S-(EDQAR ALLAN) Choice 

Worksi With an Introduction by 
Chas. Baudelaire. Cr. 8vo, cl., ^s. 6d. 



POLLOCK (W. H.),— The Charm, 
and Other Drawing:- Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock. With so Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. dd, 



POUaiN (ARTHUR). -A Short 
History of i^usslan Music. Trans- 
lated by Lawrence Hawahd. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 5.?. net. 



PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by. Post 8vo, illus. boards, 2s. ea. 
The Romance of a Station. 
Tbe Soul of Conntesa Adrian. 

Crown , 8vp, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illiistrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Iiawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Tre gaaklas. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, r^s. 6d. each. 
Nulma. I Madame Izan. 
' Aa a Iffatch In the Night.' 
The liOSt Earl of Elia n. 
Our Book of Memorlea. Letters 

from Justin McCarthy. ' With Ports. 

and Views. Demy 8vo, cl., 12s. 6d. net. 

See- also under Justin McCarthy . 



PRESLAND (JOHN), Dramas 

by. Kcap.4to,cloth, sj. net each. 
Mary Queen of Soota. 
Manin and the Defence of Venice. 
Harcua Aurellua. 
Bellsarlua, General of the East. 

Small crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. net each. 
The Deluge, and other Foema. 
Songs of Changing Sklea. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 
Books by. Crown 8vo,cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 
Easy Star Iiessona. With Star Maps. 
Flowersof the Sky. With 55 Illusts. 
Familia r Science Stnd lea. 

Saturn and Ita System, With 13 
steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Wages and Wanta of Science 
workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6d. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valentina. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3S. 6d. 



HKVCb (RICH ARD). —Miss 

Maxwell's Affections. Crown 8vo, 
Cloth, 3J. tid. : post 8V0, illust. boards, 2s. 



RAB AND HIS FRIENDS. By 

Dr. John Brown. Square i6mo, with 
Frontispiece, £loth, is. net. 



READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d each. 

Peg Iffofflngton: and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant. 

' It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Course of True liove Never 
Did Run Smooth ; and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The W^anderlng Heir. 

I<ove Me Iilttle, Love Me I>ong. 

The Double Marriage. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Griffith Gaunt. { AW^oman-Hater. 

Foul Play. | A Simpleton. 

The Jilt: and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perlloua Secret. 

Readlan a; and Bible C haracters. 
Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Peg WofBngton. | A Simpleton. 

Christie Johnstone. 

' It is Never Too Iiate to Mend.' 

The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth. 

Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades ; James Lambert. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long, 

The Double Marriage. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Hard Cash. I Readiana. 

Foul Play. I Orlfflth Gaunt, 

Put Tourself in His Place, 

The W^anderlng Heir. 

A mroman-Hater. 

Slngleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Man, &o. 

The Jilt ; and other Stories. 

A Peril ous Secret. 
Large type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2S. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
3-2 Illustrations by M. B, Hewerdine, 

•It is Ne ver Too Late t o Mend.' 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 

Peg WofBngton; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

GrlfBth Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 
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READE {.CH\RLes)-cmtiiiued. 
Popular Kditions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marptage. 
Love Me Iiittlo, Love Me Iiong. 
A. PeFlIous Secret. 
A VIToman-hater. 
The Cour se of True Ii ove. 

The Wandering Heir. Large Type 
Kdition, fcap.Svo. cloth, is. net. 

A Perilous Secret. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
IS. net. 

The Cloister and the Hearthc 
With i6 Photogravure and ?4 half-ione 
Illustrations by Matt B. Hewerdine. 
Small 4to. cloth, 6.j. net.— Also the 
St. Martin's Illustrated Edition, 
with 20 Illustrat "ns In 4 Colours and 
10 in Black and White by Byam Shaw, 
R.I. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7j. 6d_ net ; 
parchment, lo,^ firi. net. 



REITLINQER (FREDERIC).-A 

Diplomat's Memoir of 1870. Trans 
lated from the French by Henry Reit- 
LlNGER. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net. 



RICHARDSON (Frank), Novels by. 
The Man who Iiost his Past. -Wish 

50 lUustrations by Tom Browne, K.I. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; POPULAR 

Edition, picture cover, is. net. 
The Bayswater Miracle. Crown 

8vo, cloth , 3J. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, Oj. each. 
The King's Counsel. 
There and Back. 



RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. td. : p ost 8vo. picture b oards, 2s. 
Ppst 8vQ, illustrated bpards, 2,5. each. 
The Uninhabited Rouse. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, gs. 6d. each. 
Barbara Dering. 
Merlet ! A Love .Siorv. 



ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 
mromen are Strange. Post 8vo, 
illustrate d boards, 2.t. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Hands of Justice. 
The W^oman In the Dark. 



ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 65. each. 
Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarqninlo. 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: List of the PrmcipalWarriorswho 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours, 5;, | 



ROMAUNT (THE) OF THE 

ROSE. With 20 Illustrations in 
Coloured Collotype by Keith Hender- 
son and Norman Wilkinson. Crown 
4to, cloth, 2 1 J. net. 



ROSENQARTEN(A.).— A Hand- 
book of Architectural styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With 
6.^0 Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cloth. $s. net. 



ROSS (ALBERT).— A Sugar 

Princess. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. td. 



ROWLANDS (EFFIE ADE- 
LAIDE), Novels by. Crown Svo, 

cloth, bs. each. 
The Price Paid. | Her Husband. 



ROWSELL CMARY C.).— Mon- 
sieur de Paris. Cr. Svo. cl., 31. 6d. 



RUNCIMAN (J AS.). —Skippers 

and Shellbacks. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3^ , bd. 



RUSKIN SERIES (The). Square 

i6mo, c!., with Frontispieces, is. net ea. 
The King of tbe Golden Blver. 

By lOHN Ruskin. Illustrated by Doyle. 
Buskin as a Bellglous Teacher. 

Bv F. W. Farrar, D.D. 
Bab and his Friends. By Dr. John 

Brown, 
Old Christmas. Washington Irving. 
Fairy Tales from Tuscany. By I. 

M. Akde rton. 

The Pocket Buskin. i6ma, cloth gilt. 
2s. net. : leather , gilt, '3s. net. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. each ; post Svo, 
boards, 2s. each : cloth limp, zs, 6d. each. 

Bound the Galley-Fire. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Voyage to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock. 

The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star. 

The Bomance of Jenny Harlowe. 

The Tale of the Ten. 

An Ocean Tragedy. 

My Shipmate Louise. 

Alone on a 'Wide Wide Sea 

The Good Ship ' Mohock.' 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man? I The Last Entry 

The Conv ict Ship. | He art of Oak. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. eatch. 

A Tale of Two Tunnels. 

The Death Ship. 

Overdue. I W^rong Side Out. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, (a. each. 

The Convict Ship. 

Is He the Man 7 

My Shipmate Louise. 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by 

Cr, 8vo. cl. 3s. (id. ea. ; pict. cl. 25, each. 
A Country Swreetheart, 
The Drift of Fate. 
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RUSSELL (HERBERT). -True 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 



RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The.Fortressof Schluesselburg). J5y I. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S. 
liAPPOPORT, M.A. With 16 Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cl&th. 7^. 6d, net. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 

8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 

by Oliver Wendell Holsies. 
The Junior Dean. 
Orcbard Damerel. 
The Master of St. Benedict's. 
In the Face of the isrorld. 
To His Own Master. 
The Trem lett Diamond s. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, ss. ^d. each. 
The IJIfoolng of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bonrer. 
A Proctor's VTooing. 
Bonnie Maggie Iiauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mary U nwln. With 8 I llustrations. 
To His Own Master. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 

Js. net. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 
Levantine Family. Cr. 8yo, cI.. ;:.;. W. 



SALA (a. A.).— Gaslight and 

Daylight. Post 8vo. illustralfd bn.irds. 2.^. 

SANDEMAN (QEORQE).— 

A^nes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s-. 



SELINCOURT (HUQH DE), 

Books by. 

Oxford from Within. With a Note 
and 20 li lustra tionfJ in \. olour .7nd Mono 
chrome by YosHio Marking. Demy Svo, 
cloth, 75. 6d. net ; parchment, I.«;j. net. 

A Daughter of the Morning. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown Svo. clotb. 3j, bd. each. 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endlcott's Experiment. 
The Missing Elizabeth, 



SERMON ON THE MOUNT 

(The). Illuminated in Gold and Colours 
by Alberto Sangorski. Fcap, <^\.o, 
Jap. vellum, ts. net ; parchment, full 
silt, with silk ties, Ss. 6ci. net. 



ST. MARTINS LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, zs. net per 
Vol. : leather, cilt edues, 3j.. net per Vol. 
By WALTER BESANT. 

London. I Westminster, 

Jerusalem. Bv Besant and P.^^lmer. 

All sorts and Conditions of Men. 

Sir Richard ^Vhittington. 

Gasnard da Coltgny, 

Bv G10V.4NNI BOCCACCIO. 

The Decameron. 



ST. MARTIN'S UBRARy— continued. 
By ROBERT BROWNING. 
Illustrated in Colours by E. F. Brickdale. 
Fippa Passes : and Men and Wo- 
men. 
Dramatis Personse : and Dra- 
matic Romances and Iiyrics. 
Bv ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadonr of the Sword. 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Deemster. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 
The Woman in White. 

By DANIEL DEFOE. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illu> 
trations by G. Cruikshank. 
By CHARLES DICKENS. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By AUSTIN DOBSON. 
Bighteenth Century Vignettes. 
In Tliree Series, each lUustiated. 
By W.S. GILBERT. 
Original Plays. In Four Series, the 
Fourth Series with a Portrait. 
Bv THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenurood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
Condensed Novels. 
Mliss, The Iiuck of Roaring Camip, 

and other Stories. ' With Portrait. 
Poetical UTorks. 

By OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. G. Thowso.n. 
Compiled by A. H. HYATT. 
The Charm of Iiondon: An Antholo;;v. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Paris. 

Rv RICHARD JEFFERIES. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near liondon. 

By CHARLES LAMB. 
The Essays of Ella. 

By LORD MACAULAY. 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By lUSTIN MCCARTHY. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in i Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of 'William IV., in 2 Vols. 
A History of Our Ovrn Times from 
Accessionof Q.Victoria to igor.in 4 Vols. 
By GEORGE MacDONALD. 
Poetical V7orks. In 2 vols. 
ISTorks of Fancy and Imagination, 
in 10 Vols. i6mo. (For List, see p. 18.) 
By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

By OUIDA. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 

Bv CHARLES READE. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 Illu=itrations by M, B, HEWftRDiNE. 
' It Is Ne-rer Too Iiate to Mend.' 

By PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 
Prose 'Works. 2 vols., with 2 Ports. 
Poetical 'Works. 2 vols., with 2 Plates. 

Selected by FRANK SIDGWICK, 
and Illustrated in Colours bv Byam Shaw. 
Ballads and livrics of Love. 
Historical and Legendary Ballads. 
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ST. MARTIN'5 UBUXIty— continued. 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per Vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges. 35. net per Vol. 
By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
The Silverado Squatters, 
Memories and Portraits. 
Vlrglnlbus Puerlsque. 
Men and Books. 
New Arabian Nights, 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
Essays of Travel. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies, 
The Art of mrntlng. 
Iiay Morals,. etc, I Poems. 

By H. A. TAINE. 
History of English Iiiterature, iu 
.4 Vols. With. 32 Portraits. 
By MARK TWAIN.— Sketches. 
By WALTON and COTTON. 
The Complete Angler. 

By WALT WHITMAN. 
Poems. Selected and Edited bj^ W. M. 
EOSSETTI. With Portrait. 



SANGORSKI (ALBERTO), 

Books Illuminated by. . Fcap. 4to, 
Jap. vellum, 6s. net eaph ; parchment 
gilt, with silk ties, 8s. 6d. net each. 

Prayers Written at Vailima by 
Robert Louis Stevenson. 

The Sermon on the Mount. 

Morte d' Arthur, bv Lord Tennyson 



SCOTT (CYRIL).— The Celestial 

Aftermath. Pntt 4to, clo[h, 5?', net. 
Large Paper Edition, limited to 50 
copies, signed by the Author, 21*. net. 



SHADOWLESS MAN {THEt: 
Peter Schlemihl. ByA.voN Chamisso. 
Illustrated by GORDON Browne. Demy 
8vo, cloth,. 3,?. 6d. net. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

' Part 1." ■ 

The Old-Spelling SHAKESPEARE, 

With the spelling of, the Quairto or the 
■ Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited 
by F. J. FURNJVALL, M.A„ D.Litt., and F. 
W..Clarke> M.A. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
2s. 6d. net each Play. O^ some of the 
plays a Library Edition may be had 
at 5s. net each, A list Qf volumes 
on application. 

Part II. 

The SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS. 
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, 2s. 6d. net per vol, ; those 
marked t may also be had in velvet 
Persian at 4j, net : and" those marked* 
on large paper, half parchment, .Ss. net. 
per vol, ^ Each volume with Frontispiece, 

*tt- Lodge's 'Rosalynde': the 

original of Shakespeare's ■ As 

Vou Iiike It," Edited by W. W, 

; Greg, M.A. , [Readv. \ 



SHAKESPEARE L.lBRAKV~cml. 
SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS— ««<. 
Volumes published or in preparation. 

<'t2, Greene's ' Pandosto,' or ' Doras- 
tus and Faisnia ' : the original 
of Shakespeare's ' Winter's 
Tale.' Ed. by^ P, G. Thomas, [Readyi. 

"ii. Brooke's Poem of < Romens and 
Juliet ' : the original of Shake- 
speare's 'Romeo and Juliet.' 
Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. MUNRQ. \Ready, 

4. 'The Troublesome Reign of 
King John': the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as 'King John.' 

Edited by Dr. F. J. FURNIVALI. and 

John Munro, M.A. [Ready. 

S,6. 'The History of Hamlet': 

With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the LEGEND OF 
Hamlet by Prof. 1. Gollancz. 

•t?- ' The Play of King Lelr and His 
Three Daughters ' : the old play 
on the subject of King Lear, 

Edited by Sidney Lee, D.Litt. [Ready. 

"iS. 'The Taming of a Shrew ': 

Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew.' Edited 
by Professor F. S. BOAS, M.A. IReady. 
'tQ. The Sources and Analogues of 
* A Midsummer Night's Dream.' 
Edited by Frank Sidgwick. [Ready. 

10. 'The Famous Victories of 
Henry Y.' 

II. ' The MenseQhmi ' : the original 
of Shakespeare's 'Comedy of 
Errors.' Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
Rouse, Litt,D. [Ready. 

12. 'Promos and Cassandra': 
the source of 'Measure for 
Measure.' 

13. 'Apolonius and Silla': the 
source of ' Twelfth Night.' Edited by 
Morton Luce. [Ready. 

14. ' The First Part of the Conten- 
tion betwixt the tsro faflious 
Bouses of york and Lancas- 
ter,' and ' The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Duke of York': the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
'King Henry VI.' , 

15. The Sources of ' The Tempest.' 
i&. The Sources of ' Cymbeline.' 

17. The Sources and Analogues 
of ' The Merchant of Venice.' 
Edited by Professor I. Gollancz. 

18. Romantic Tales : the sources of 
' The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' * Merry 
Wives,' 'Much Ado about Nothing' 
' All's Well that Ends Well.' 

'tiQ, 20. Shakespeare's Plutarch: the 
sources of ' Julius Cassar, ' Antony and 
Cleopatra.' ' Coriolanus,' and 'Tlmon,' 
Ed. C. F. TUCKKR^BI^OOKE, M.A, [Ready, 
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SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY-M«i!. 

Part III. 

THE liAMB SHKKESPEARC: 

FOR TOUNG PBOPLiE. 

With Illustrations and Music. Based on 
Mary and Charles'Lamb'sTalesffom 
Shakespeari;, and edited by Professor 
I. GOLLANCZ, who has inserted within 
the prose setting those scenes ard 
passages from the Plays with which 
the youngreadeyshould early become ac- 
' quainted. The Music arranged by T. 
Maskell Hardy, imperjal i6nio, cloth, 
IS. td. net per vol, ; leather. 25. 6d. net per 
vol. ; .School Edit, linen, M. net per vol. 
I. The Tempest. 
II. As You lilke It. 
ni. A Midsummep Nlgbt's Dream 
IV. The Merchant of Venice. 

V. The Winter's Tale. 

VI. Twelfth Night. 
VII, Cymbellne. . 

VIII. Romeo'and Juliet. 
IX. Macbeth. 
X. Much Ado About Nothing. 

XI. Life of Shaliespeare for the 

Young. By Prot. I. Gollancz. 

{Preparing. 
XII, An Evening with Shake- 
^ speare : 10 Dramatic Tableaux frtr 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskell Hardy, and Illustrations, 
Cloth, 2s. net ;. leather, 3j. bd. net 
linen, is, 6d. net. 



Part IV. 
SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 

A merles of volumes illustrative of the 
life, thought, and letters of England in the 
time of Shakespeare. 

R obert IJaneham's Iietter,describing 
part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr. FURNI- 
VALL, ajid Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 
cloth, 51. net. 

The' Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare's Youth : reprints of 
Awdeley's ' Fraternitye..of Vacabondes," 
' Harman's 'Caveat for CommonCursetors, 
Parsort Haben's or Hyberdyne's ' Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,* &c, 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
troduction, by Edward Viles and Dr. 
FUKNIVALL. Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 

Shakespeare's Holinshed : a reprint 
of all the passages in Holin'shed's 
'Chronicle* of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G,. -Boswell 
Stone. Royal Svo, cloth, ids. 6d. net. 

The Shakespeare Allusion Book 
Reprints of all references to Shakespeare 
.and his Works before the close of the 17th 
century, poUected' by Dr. Ingleby, Miss 
L. TODLMiN Smith, Dr. Furnivall, and 
J. J. MUNRO. Two vols., royal Svo, cloth, 
,,2iJ. net. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY— com/- . 
SHAKESPEARE'S ENQLAND-Mu/. 

Harrison's Description of Eng- 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
I.-III. as issued by the New Sh^kspere 
Society. Edited by Dr. Furnivall. 
With addition's by Mrs. C. C. SxOPES. 
(250 copies onlv.) ijs. fid,, net. 

The Book of Elizabethan Verse. 
Edited with Notes bv William 
Stanley Braithwaite. Witli Frontis- 
piece and Vignette, Small crown Svo, 
cloth, 3.T. 6d. net : vellum gilt,, 7s. bd. net. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 

Swinburne. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ss. 
The ^ge of Shakespeare. By A. C. 

Swinburne. Cr. 8V0, buckram, 6i, net. 
Shakespeare's Sweetheart : a 

Romance. By Sarah H; sterling. 

With 5 Coloured Illustrations by C. E. 

Peck. Square Svo. cloth. 6s. .\ 



SHARP (WILLIAM).— Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3 j. 6rf. 

SHELLEY'S (PERCY BYSSHE) 

Complete Works in VERSE (a Vols.) and 

PROSE (2 Vols.), each with Frontispiece. 

Edited .by Richard Herne Shepherd. 

St. Martins Library Edition. Pott 

Svo, cloth, 2s. net per vol. ; leather gilt, 

Ss. net per vo!. 

»** Also an Edition in .i ivols. cr. avo, cloth, 

3s. 6rf. per vol., in 'which the Poktical Wouks 

form 3vols. and the Prosb wokks^ vols. 



SHERARD (R. H.).— Rogues. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, i.f. 6rf. 



SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works. 

Edited by F. Stainforth. With Poi - 
trait and Memoir. Cr. Svo. cloth. 35. 6d. 



SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, clotli, 35. 6rf. 



SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
The Purple Cloud. Cr.8vo,c!oth,.3s.6i2. 
Unto the Third Qeneratloni Cr.Svo, 
clolh. 6s. 



SIGNBOARDS: The History of, 

from the Earliest' Times; including 
Famous Taverns and Remarkable Cliarac- 
ters. By Jacob LARWoOD-^and' T. C. 
HOTTEN. With 95 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. cloth, ^s.6d. net / 



SISTER DORA: a Biography. 

By M. Lonsdale. Demy Svo, 4rf.: ci. 6d. 

SIMS (QEORQE R.), Books by. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards. 2s. each ; cloth 
limp, is. 6d. each.' 1 

The Ring o' Bells. j 

Tlnkletop's Crime. | Zeph. I 
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations./ 
My Two Wives. | Tales of To-dayi 
Memoirs of a I<andlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The Ten Commandments, 
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SIMS (GBORQE R.), Books hy—cont. 
Crown Svo, picture cover. \s. each; ciotl), 
i\, tid. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
Dagonet Ditties, i Life We Iilve. 
Young Mfb. Caudle, 
ICil Ting o f London. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3i. 6rf. each ; po?t 8vo, 
boards, 2^. each ; cloth limp. 2^, ftd, each. 
Mary Jane's MemolFs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues a nd Vagabond s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth . 3^. ttd. each. 
Joyce Pleasantry, with a Frontis- 
piece by Hugh Thomson. 
For Iilfe-and After. 
Once upon a Christmas Time, 
With 8 1 llustrations hv Chas. Green, R.I, 
. In liondon'a Heart. 
A Blind Marriage. 
ISrithout the Limelight. 
The Small-part Lady. 

Olographs of Babylon, 
he Myst ery of Mary A nne. 
Picture cloth, flat back, zs. each. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In Lond on's Heart. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues a nd Vagabond s. 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible 

London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, u, 
Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8to. i;. 
Dagonet Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

Zs. dd. : post 8vo, picture cover, zs. 
His Wife's Revenge. Cr. 8vo, cloth 

3s. 6rf. : Cheap Edition, is.net. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. CrownSvo, 
cloth . 1^, net. 

SLADEN (DOUGLAS).— A Jap- 
anese Marriage. Medium Sro, 6rf, 



SPEIGHT (E. E.).— The Qalleon 

of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- 

torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo. cl..6,5, 6d. 



SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. 

Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. 

The June Princess. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, da, each. 
Service. With Frontisniece. 
Mothers and Fathers. Frontispiece. 
Commoners' Rights. WithS lUustra. 

tions by Maxwell Armfield. 
,nna and the Lions. 

See also The glomrer Book, p. 11. 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 

8vo, is. ; cloth, i^. 6d. 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

5oni;s of Adieu. 4to. Tap, vellum, ds. 



SPALDING (Kenneth J.). —A 

Pi lgrim's Way. Fcap. 4to, 3j. dd. ne t 



PANISH ISLAM: AHistdryof 

the Moslems in Spain. By Reinhart 
"•ft Dozy. Translated, with Biographical 
Introduction and additional Notes, by 
F. G. STOKES. With Frontispiece and 
Map. Royal 8vo, buckram, 2ij. net. 

sS 



SHblUHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post Rvo. illustrated boards, zs. each. 
The Mysteries of. Heron Dyke. 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys- 
tery, I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to Life. | Quittance in Full, 
The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romance. 
A Husba nd from the Sea. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. dd. each 
Her Ladyship. I The Grey Monks 
The Master of Trenance. 
The Secret of Wyvem Towers, 
Doom of Siva. | As it was WrittA 
The W^eb of Fate. % 
Experiences of Mr. Verschoyle.*- 
Stepping Blindfold; 
•Wife or Ho MTlfe.Post gvo.clolh. is. fid. 



SHELMANN (MRS. M. H.), 
Books by. 
Margery Redford and her Friends. 

With lllustrations.by GORDON BROWNE. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 5j. net. 
The Rainbow Book: Sixteen 
Tales of Fun and Fancy. With 
37 Illustrations by Arthur Rackhasi, 
Hugh Thomson and other .irtists. Large 
crown 8vo. cloth, 2s, dd. net : also the 
Fine Paper Edition, cloth ilt, 51. net. 



SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE).— An In- 

dustrlo us Chevalier. Cr. 8to, cl. 3s. dd. 

SPY' (FORTY YEARS OF), by 

LESLIE WARD. With over 150 Illus- 
tration,'! after Portraits and Caricatures 
by the Author. Demy 8vo. cloth. i6«. net. 



STAFFORD (JOHN).-DorU and 

I, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 



STATHAM (H. HEATHCOTE). 
— What Is Music? With Frontispiece. 
CrownSvo, cloth, 3i. 6tf. net.. 



STEDMAN (E. C). -Victorian 

Poets, Crown Rvo. doth, pi. ' 



STEPHENS (RICCARDO).— The 

Cruciform Mark. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 31. 61. 



STEPHENS (R. 

Philip WInwood. 



NEILSON),- 

Cr. 8vo, cl.. ^s. 6d. 



STERLING (S.I.— Shakespeare's 

Sweetheart. With 6 Coloured Illustra- 
tions by C . E. PECK. Sq. 8v o, cloth, 6s, r 

(COUNT), — Tiii 

Morocco. With 



STERNBERG 

Barbarians of 

lllusts. in Colour by DOUGLAS Fox-PlTl', 
R R.A. Large crown Svo. cloth. 65. nwl. 



STERNDALE (R. ARMITAQE). 

—The Afghan Knife. Post8vo,cloth, 

^s. dd. : illustrated boards. 2.?. 



STERNE (LAURENCE),— 

A Sentimental Journey. With 89 
Illustrations by T. H. ROBI.VSON. and 
Portrait. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d,\ post 
Svo, cloth, 2s, net : leather, 3^. net. 
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STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 
Affairs of. State. Cr. 8vo, cl. 3s. 6d, 



STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 
Works by. 

Vipginibus Faerlsque, and other 
Papers. Florence Press Edition. 
With 13 Illustrations in Coloured Collo- 
type by Norman Wilkinson. Crown 
4to, hand-made paper, bds., ^z 12s, td. 
net ; vellum, ^ 35. net. 

Stevenson's Poems: Underwoods, 
Ballads, Songs of Travel, A Ctaild's 
Garden of Verses. Fnnted in the 

. . Florence Type. Small fcap. 4to, cloth 
I2S, bd. net ; velvet cal f. i8j. net. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6j. each. 
Travels nritta a Donkey. With a 

Frbntispiece by Walter Crane. 
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 

piece by Walter Crane. 
Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece by J. D. Strong. 
Nenr Arabian Nights. 
The Merry Men. | JLay Morals, &c. 
Undersroods : Poems. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Virginibus Puerisque. I Ballads. 
Prince Otto. | Across the Plains. 
MSfelr of Hermiston, 
In the South Seas. 
Bssays of Travel. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
Essays In the Art of VTrltlng. 
Records of a Family of Bngineers 
The above books are also issued in a Fine 

Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, 21. net 

each • leather, 35. net, with the exception 
- o£ ' Underwoods' and ' Ballads,' which 

are printed in i vol. together with ' Songs 
, ' of Travel,' under the title of ' Poems.' 
■' " Records of a Family of Engineers ' is 

also publ ished at 6y. onl y. 
S ongs of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, sj. 
A Iioisden Sabbath Morn. With 

Coloured Front, and numerous Illus. by 

A. S. BO YD- Crown 8vo. b uckram, 6j. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth, 55. net each, 
parchment, ^s.dd, net each ; or. Large 
Paper Editions, vel., laj, td. net each. 

An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus- 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by Noel Rooke. 

Travels rarith a Donkey In the 
Cevennes. With 12 Illustrations in 
^,^;. Colour, 13 in Black and White, and 
other De corations, by Noe l Rooke. , 

A Child's Sarden of Verses. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MlLLI- 
cent Sowerey. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
Ss. net; Large Paper Ed., parchment, 

^ 75. fid. net ; velvet calf, \qs . 6d. net, 

Aong fcap. 8v6, quarter-cloth, is. net each. 
'ather Damlen. 
alk and Talkers. 
Christmas Sermon. Post 8vo, bds.. 
Is. net ; leather, 2s. net. Also a MlNIA- 

— ruRE Edition in velvet calf, is, 6d. net. ' 



STEVENSON (R. h.)— continued. 
Prayers Written at Valllma. 

Post 8vo, bds., Is, net ; leather, 2s. net. 
Also a Miniature Edition in velvet calf 
yapp, IS. bd. net ; and the Edition de 
Ldxe, Ilium, by A. SANGORSKI in gold 
and colours, fcap. dto. Tap. vel., gilt top, 
bs. net. : parch, gilt, with ties, %s. bd. net. 

New Arabian Nights. Cheaper 
Edition, post 8vo, iUust. boards, 2s. : 
Popular Edition, medium 8vo, bd. 

TheSuicldeClub; and The Rajah's 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
Nights.) With 8 lUustratlons by W. J. 
Henne ssV. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
l6mo, decorated cloth, is. net each. 

The Sire de Mal^troit's Door. 

A Iiodglng for the Night. 

The Pavilion on the Iilnks. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and numerous 
Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE, E.I. 
Demy Svo, cloth, ss. bd. net. 

The Stevenson Reader. Post 8va, 
cloth, 2^. bd. ; buckram, gilt top, 3s. bd.'. 
School Edition, cloth, is. bd. 

The Pocket R.Ii.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. i 6mo. cl.. 2s. net ; le ather, $s. net, 

R.Ii.Stevenson: A Study. ByH.B.BAiL- 
D0N.With3 Portraits. Cr.8vo,buckram,6j, 

Recollections of R. Ii. Stevenson 
In the Pacific. By Arthur John- 
STONE. Cr. Svo. buckram, 6s. net. 



STOCKTON (FRANK R,).— The 

Young* Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl.,js.6d. ; pic. cl., 2.<. 



STOKES (PRANCIS QRIFPIN) 

Translated and Edited by : 
Slplstolae Obscurorum Virorum 

(1515-1517). The Latin text of the 
Editiones Principes, with English Ren- 
dering, Introduction, Notes, and two 
Piates. Royal 8vo^ buckram, 25^. net. 
Spanish Islam : a History of ttae 
Moslems in Spain. By Reinhart 
Dozy. With Introduction and additional 
Notes by the Translator. Frontispiece 
and Map. Royal Svo, buckram, 21s. net. 



STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, bs, each. 
Thay also Serve. 
The Noise of Life. 
The Shoe of a Horse. 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
The Man Apart. v 

The liittle God's Drum. 



STRUTT (JOSEPH).— The 
Sports and Pastimes of the People 
of England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 35. bd. 



STUART (H. LONQAN), NoveIS(f 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. i 

•greeplng Cross. | Penella. * 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by the TaeErall. Cr. 8vo, 3s, 6f, 
Tale of the Serpent. Cr, 8vo, cl., j 
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SUTRO (ALFRED). --The 

PoolUli VIrgingi Fcp . 8yo, ij.; cl ., is.6d. 

SWIFT'S (DeanTchoice Works, 

in' Prose and Verse. Cr. 8vo. cl,, 35. 6d. 
Jonatlian Swift : A Study. By J. 
CHUKIoiN Collins. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3^. 6d. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 
Ctf ARLB5) Works. 
Mr. Swlnburne'sCoUected Poems. 

In 6 Vols-t crown 8vo, 3^5. net the set. 
Mr, SwinbviFne's Collected Tra- 

gedleSk In5Vols.. cr.SvOf 30J. net the set. 
Songs before Sunrise. B'losgnce 

Pre^s, En; TION. Crown 4to.. hand-made 

paper, boards, '215,5.' net ; vellum^ 365. net. 
SeieetlODs^i^ih ^Ir. Swinburne's 

Wor^S, '*ro which ,is appended a 

Slvplch or the Poet's Life by Himself, and 
, a 'Preface! With Portrait and View. 

Fca'p. 8v b. cloth. 6s'. 

The Queen-Mother; and Rosa- 
mi>nd. ■ Crown 8vo, ys. 6d. net. 



Crown 8v6, 6s. 
Crown '8vo, ys- 
FiKST Series 



Atalanta In Oiiiydon. 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. 
Poems and Ballads. 

'Crown 8vo,jOs., ■ 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Crown 8yo. 91. 
Poems and Ballads. Third Series 

Crown 8vo, ys, ■ 
Songs before Sunrise. Or. 3vo, los. 6d. 
Bothwell^ ATra)<edv, Crown Svo, iis.6rf. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown Svo, 6s. 
George Chapman (In Vol. II. of G. 

CHAPr;an's Works,) Crown 8vo, ^s. 6d. 
Bssays and Studies; CrownSvo, 12^, 
Brechtheus: A'l'railedv. Crown8vo,6s. 
ANoit'e on Charlqtte Bronte. Crown 

8v,b, '6s, , 

A Study of Shakespeare. Cr.Svo, Ss. 
Songs pt the Springtides. Cr. Svo, 6s. 
Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 7;. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, Sj. 
Tristram of Ijyonesse. Crown Svo, p.!. 
A Century of Roundels'. Cr.Svo, 65. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr,8vo, ys. 
Marino Fallero : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 6s, 
A.StudJr'of 'Victor Hugo. Cr. Svp, 6s. 
M,)sce11anles, Crowij Svo, 121.' , 
ttbcrlne : A *rragedv, Crowa 8v6, 6s. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. Svo, ys. 
The Sisters: ATrasedy, Crown Svo, 6i. 
Astrophel, &c. Crown Svo, ys'. 
Studies in Prose and Poetry. 

.'Crown Svoj qj. . ,-. .■ ■ 
The Tale of Balen. . Crown Svo, 7^. 
RosamuiX,4> ueeh of the Iiom- 
- ' -bards : -A tVageriv^ Crown Svu, 6s. 
A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, 7s, 
Ijoye's Cross -Currents: A Year's 

Letters. Ciown Svo', Gs."OBt. ^ " . 
Vrilliam Blake. Oi-hwn Svo, 6s. net 
The Duko of Gandia. ' .Cfowh Syo, ss. 
Th6 Age ' of ShaKespeare. Crown 

Svo, 6s. net. 
i| (Charles Di ckens. Cr. S vo, 3s. 6d. net. 
The pilgrimage of Pleasure. See p. 

J7for Mrs. Disijey-Leith's Children 

Of the Chapel. Cr. Svo, 6s. net. I 



SWINNERTON (FRANK), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Merry Heart. 
The Young Idea. I The Casement. 



SYRETT (NETTA), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. eaph. 
Anne Page. 
A Castle of Dreams. 

Ccown,i8vo, -cloth, bs. each. 
Olivia Ii. Caraiv. 
Drender'B Daughter. 
The Bndless Journey, &c. 
Three Women. 
Barbara of the Thor n. 

Popular -hDiTittNS, mecmTm &vo, 6d. 

AnnePagel | OKvla I<. Carew. 

Three Women. 



TAINE'S History of English 

Literature. Trans. byHENRY Van Laun. 
Foiir Vols., with 32 Portraits, pott Svo, 
cloth, 2^. net each ; leather RlU 3s. net ea. . 



TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 

Dramas i Jeanne Darc, 'Twixt'Aje 
AND Crown. The Fool's Revenge. 
Arkwright's WiEE. Anne Boleyn. 
Plot and P^vssion. , Cr. Svo, is. each. 



TENNYSON (CHARLES).— 
Cambridge frttm WItbiti~. With 12 
Illustrations th Colour' and S in Sepia by 
Harry Morley; Dy, Svo. cl., 'js.6d. net. 

THACKERAY(W. M.).— The Rose 
; and The tling. With_Coloured Frontis- 
piece and .44 lUustvafions by Gordon 
Browne. Demy svo; cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
The Pocket Thackeray. Arranged 
by A. H, Hyatt. r6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net : leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 



THOMAS (A N N I E). — The 

Siren's Web. ' Crown Svp. cloth, 3s. 6d. 



THOMPSON (FRANCIS), The 

Hound of tJCBven, Ten 1 Drawings 
Illustrating, by 'Frideswith Huddart. 
Royal 4to,' boards, 7s. 6d. net. Also 50 
Cfiipies on parchmentj si£(tied by the 
Artist. I2S. 6d. nst. ~ . . 



rnuREAU: His Life and Aims. 

By H. A; Page.- Post Svo. buckr. 3s. 6d. 



THORNBURY (WALTER).— 

Tales- fi»' the Marines. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



TIMES "(jpHr»0^ Wbrks by. 

' Crown Svo^ clpth, ^s. 6d. each. 

Clubs and Club Lifo in Iiondon. 
With 4r Illustrations. ' 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities. ''WitH dS Itlustrntinns, 



TOLSTOY ; .What, he TgughtT 

-Edited J)'y;Bo'4i'p;ii:;HALL. .CIrown, ?vo, 
cloth, 6s.net. - — ..'. . 



TROIXOPE (FRAiNCES E.) 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6rf. 
^ach; post Svo, illustrated boards, T2S, each. 
liike Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel's Progress. | Anne Furness, 
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TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2^, each. 

Tbe Way We Iiive Now. 

Frau Frohmann, I Marlon Fay. 

The Land-Iieaguers. 

Mr. Scar borough's Fam ily. 
Post Svo, illu!<trated boards, zs. each. 

Kept in the Dark, 

The American Senator. 

The Golde n Lion of G ranpere. 

John Caldlgate, Crown Svo, cloth. 



TROLLOPE (T. A.).— Diamond 

Cut Diamond. Post Svo, iilus. bds., 2^. 



TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

' Svo, cloth. 35. Gd, each. 

Mark Twain'slilbrary of Humour. 

With ig7 Illustrations by E.W. Kemele. 
Roughing It: and The Innocents 

at Home. With 200 Illustrations by 

F. A. Fraser. 
The American Claimant. With Si 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait 

and Six Illustration^ by Lonis Loeb. 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With III Illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 

Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
Tom Samryer, Detective, With Port. 
■> A Tramp Abroad. With 314 lUusts. 
^The Innocents Abroad; and The 

New Pilgrim's Progress. With 

234 lUusts. (The 2^. edition is also known 

as Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.) 
•The Glided Age. By Mark Twain 

and C. D. WARNER. With 212 Illusts. 
" The Prince and the Pauper. 

With igo Illustrations. 
" liifB on the Mississippi. 306 Illusts, 
^The Adventures of HucUeberry 

Finn. 174 Illusts. bv E, W. Keiible. 
» A Vankecr at the Court of King 

Arthur. 220 Illusts. hv Dan Bkard. 
• The Stolen 'White Elephant. 
»The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. 
A Double - barrelled Detective 

Story. -With 7 Illustrations 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 

Arc. With 12 IllustiS.'by F. V. DU MOND. 
More Traimps Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted Hadley- 

burg. With Frontispiece. 
The Choice ISTorks of Mark Tivain. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 
•,* The Books marked * may be had in post 
Svo, cloth, wi thout Illustration s, at 2s. each. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Tom Sa«ryer. | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Huckleb erry Finn. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott Svo, 

cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; teather, gilt edges. 

35, net : post Svo, cloth. 2^. 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

Illustrated by WoRTa EREUM. Royal 

Svo, cloth, (Js. netj 



TYTLER (5AR AH), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^, 6d. ^^ach ; post-Svo, 

illustrated boards, is. each. 
Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackball Gihosts. 
What Sh e Cajne Thro ugh. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ,25. each. 
Saint Mungo'B City. I I<ady Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Disappeared. I Noblesse Oblige. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Beauty a nd thg Beast. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td, each. 
The Macdonald Iiasa. 
The Witch- Wife. 
Rachel Langton. I Sapphira. 
Mrs. Carmichael's Goddesses. 
A Honeymoon's Eclipse. 
A Young Dragon. 
Three Men of Mark. 
In Clarissa's Day. 
Sir David's Visitors. 
The Poet and His Guard ian Angel. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown Svo, 

oicture cloth, fiat back. 25. '. 



TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).- 

Mlstre«s Judith. Post Svo. boards. 2.1. 



UPWARD (ALLEN), Ndvels by. 
The Queen against' Owen. Grown 

Svo, cloth, 35. td. : picture clo'th, flat back, 
25. ; "post '8vo, pictureboard^. -25. 
The Phantom TorpedO'Boats. 

Crown Svo. cloth. (>s. 



VANDAM (ALBERT D.).-A 

Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Crown Svo, cloth, js. &d. 



VAN VORST (MARIE).--Fairfax 

and his Pride. Crown Svo'l <:toih. 6^. 

VASHTi and ESTHER. By 

■Belle' of The World. Cr. Svo cl.. 3s 6d. _ 

VICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 

By Tancred BoRENIUS. With 15 full- 
page Plates. Demy Svo, cloth, 7^. fid, net. 



VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.) 

Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, is^td. each. 
The Scorpion. 
The Love r's Progress. 

Crown svn. cloth, bs. each, 

A Path of Thorns. 

Tbe Wild Marquis: Life and Adven- 
tures of Armand Guerrv de Maubreuil- 
Demv Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d. net each. 

The Favourites .of lioals XIV. 
With 4 Portraits. 

Iffy Days of Adventure : the Fall 
oC France, 1870-71. With a Frontis- 
piece, __^ 

The Court of the Tuilerlea, 1852^ 
1870. "With a Frontispiece. ; D^mV 
8vn, cloth. 5t. net." ' ' ■ ■ . ■' i' 1 

My Adventures in the Comzhun^ 
llitistrat^d. Demy Svo, cl., 12.5 6(i. net 



WALTON and COTXON' 

Complete Angler, Pott . Svo,.. clo 
ne 



gilt, 2^. net ; ;-leather,.gilt edges,. 3s. : 
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WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
35. 6(i. ; p icture cloth, flat b ack, 25. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d, each. 
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts. 
lorn Damrson. 
The Youngest Miss Broisn. 
A Fight to a Flnlsii: 
The Old House at the Corner. 
JLove and X^ordshlp. 
What Ought She to Do? 
My JLady o f Whims. 
Tom Davrson. Popular Edition. 
Bledium 8vo, 6d. 



WARMAN (CY).— The Express 
Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

WARRANT to Execute Charles 1. 

with the 59 Signatures and Seals, zs. 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. Including Queen Elizabeth's 
Signature and the Great Seal. 2s. 



WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).— 

The Daffodils. Crown 8vo. cloth. 11. 6d. 

WERNER (A.). — Chapenga's 
White Man. Crown 8vq, cloth, g.?. 6d. 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by 

Trust-Money. Crown Svo.cloth, 3s. 6d.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. 
With the Red Eagle Popular 

Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. each. 
A 'Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and I>lfe. 
Her Two Millions. 
Tmro Pinches of SnufF. 
INTith the Red Eagle. 
A Red Bridal. | Migel Fortescue. 
Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. 
The Old Factory, 
Sons of Belial. | Strange Crimes. 
Her Iiadyshlp's Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbreck's Trust. 
A Queer Race. I Red Ryvlngton. 
Roy of Roy's- Court. 
As Iiuck «rouId have It. 
As a Man Somrs. 
The Old Bank. 
Dr. nrynne's Reirenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A 'yery Queer Buslneas. 



WEST BURY (ATHA).— The 

Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 3s. 6d. 



WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, sj. 6d. each. 
A Forbidden Name. | Mazeppa. 
Many Ways of JCiove. With 8 iiiusts. 
Near the Tsar, near Death. 



STHrrMAN (WALT), Poems by. 

Selected and Edited, with Introduction. 
n- by W. M. ROSSETTI. 'With Portrait. 
1 --' ' Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. ; pott Svo, cloth, 
W 2.?. net ; leather, 35, net. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).— 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
Svo. cloth, 6s. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 
L!e2ends,Cbarms,and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

WILLS (C.J.).— An Easy-going 

Fellow. Crown Svo, cloth w. firf^ 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 

Ijelsure-Tlme Studies. Wiih Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. 

Common Accidents, and hovr to 
Treat Them. Cr. Svo, cloth, is. net ; 
pape r cover, 6d. net. ' 

WINTER (JOHN STRANQEY.'b^- 
Regimental liegends. Post bvo. 

Illustrated boards, zs. ; cloth, 25. 6d. 
Cavalry Iilfe; and Regimental; 

Legends. Ci own Svo, cloth, -is. 6U.!; 

picture cloth. Hat hack. 2s. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. PostSvo, illustrated boards. 25. each. 
Passenger fronf Scotland Vard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 



WORDSWORTMSHIKE : An In- 
troduction to the Poet's Country. 

By EricRobertson.M.A. With 47 Illus- 
trations by ARTHUR Tucker, R.B.A.,Po»'^t 
trait and Map. Dy. Svo, cloth, ys. 6d. net. 



WRAGOe (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the South Seas. 

With S4 Illusts. Cr. 8vo. cl., 7s, 6d. net 



ZANQWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 
teentli Century Miracle. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 3^. 6d. \ picture cloth, fiat back. zs. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Mostly Translated or 
Edited, with Introductions, by Ernest . 
A. ViZETELLY. Cr. Svo, Qjoth, 3s. 6d. each. 

His Masterpiece. I TheJoyof Iilfe. 

Germinal. | Ther^se Raquln. 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 



His Excellency. 
The Donrnfall. 
liourdes. 
Rome. (■■■ 

Paris. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Fruitfulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 



The Doisnf all. War Edition. Cr, Svo, 

cloth, 2s. net. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d each 
Abb6 Mouret's Transgression. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Gourdes I Rome. | The Downfall, 
Paris. I Money. The Dram- 
The Joy of I<lfe. I shop. 
Germinal. I Th6r^se Raquln. 
Br. Pascal. 



Unwin Brothers, Ltd., Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C. 



